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4 LETTERS [1819 

pathies. He was a lover of books, and he pos- 
sessed more culture, both literary and social, 
than most of the clergy, his contemporaries, 
Mrs. Lowell was of an old Orkney family, and 
in her blood was a tincture of the romance of 
those solitary northern isles. It was from her 
that her son believed himself to have inherited 
his love of nature and his poetic temperament. 

The home at Cambridge, called Elmwood, 
after some fine English elms that stood in front 
of the house, was about four miles from Boston, 
where Dr. Lowell's parish lay. The house was 
spacious, built in colonial times, and had an air 
of comfort and of old-fashioned dignity. 

It stood in pleasant grounds, of no great 
•extent, but ample enough for lawn and gar- 
den and orchard and pasture and belts of trees. 
The country back of it was a farming region, 
with large spaces of solitary woods and open 
meadows. Fresh Pond lay half a mile away, its 
shores the haunt of herons and other shy birds. 
The whole district, though so near the city, 
was not yet suburbanized, and its people re- 
tained a rustic simplicity of life and character 
such as has almost disappeared, even in the 
remoter parts of New England, swept away by 
the flood of change during the last fifty years. 

Elmwood stood fronting upon a lane, between 
two roads. Between it and the village — as it 
then was — of Cambridge, was much open space. 
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softer and more soothing gradations of perspec- 
tive, the eye was carried to a horizon of softly 
rounded hills. To your left hand, upon the 
Old Road, you saw some half-dozen dignified 
old houses of the colonial time, all comfortably 
fronting southward." 

The most stately of these houses was that 
known as the Craigie House, already illustrious 
as having been the headquarters of Washington 
in 1776, and destined before long to receive a 
new and not less enduring fame as the home 
of Longfellow. At the end of the New Road 
towards Cambridge stood a line of six noble wil- 
low trees, monuments of the stockade erected as 
a defence of the little settlement in its earliest 
days, and commemorated by Lowell, when a 
young man, in his « Indian Summer Reverie," 
and again, in mature years, in his " Under the 
Willows." These two poems should be read 
by those who would gain a knowledge of the 
scenes familiar to his boyhood, and learn how 
the intensity of his affection for his native place 
deepened the sentiment with which he cherished 
the memories and associations of his happy 
childhood. 

He was the youngest of the household of four 
brothers and two sisters. He was a handsome 
boy and his mother's darling. There was no- 
thing precocious in his intelligence, but from his 
earliest days he was sensitive to the influences 
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of Nature and a keen observer of the aspects of 
her life. He had the poetic temperament, which 
showed itself in his quick emotions and ready 
sympathies. His development was healthy ; he 
was full of boyish spirits, liking outdoors bet- 
ter than the school-room, and acquiring more 
through his unconsciously exercised powers of 
observation than through lessons conned from 
books. His first schooling was at a dame-school 
in Cambridge. 

Lowell has told some of his childish remi- 
niscences in a little poem inserted in the In- 
troduction to the First Series of "The Biglow 
Papers." It is the record of conditions of child- 
iiood which have long since passed away, to- 
gether with the simplicity of life which made 
them possible ; but the record, as he says, will 
not seem wanting in truth to those survivors of 
the old time " whose fortunate education began 
in a country village." 

His father's nature was hospitable, and his 
family connection so wide that the boy had early 
the chance of seeing a pleasant side of social life. 
His knowledge of the world outside his imme- 
diate surroundings was extended by his being 
taken frequently as a companion by his father on 
his long drives to exchange Sunday services with 
his clerical brethren in country towns and vil- 
lages — drives often a good day's journey from 
home. It was on these excursions that he learned 
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much of the characteristics of the then almost 
unmixed Yankee.population of New England — 
a knowledge which was, later, to stand him in 
good stead. 

When he was eight or nine years old he was 
sent as a day-scholar to the boarding-school of 
Mr. William Wells, close to Elmwood. Mr. 
Wells was an Englishman, of good breeding as 
well as good learning. He carried on his school 
as nearly after an English fashion as was possible 
under widely different conditions. His disci- 
pline was sometimes sharp and severe, but he 
made his boys learn Latin, and in after years 
" Parson Wilbur " showed the benefit of his 
instruction. * 

Few of the boy's letters have been preserved, 
and there is nothing in them to distinguish them 
from those of any happy and healthy child. 
They afford pleasant little glimpses of his life. 
Here are two written to his brother Robert, who 
was at the school kept by Mr. Bancroft, at 
Round Hill, Northampton : — 

To Master Robert T. S. Lowell 

January 25, 1827. 

My dear brother The dog and the colt went 
down to-day with our boy for me and the 
colt went before and then the horse and slay 
[sleigh] and dog — I went to a party and I 
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danced a great deal and was very happy — I read 
French stories — The colt plays very much — 
and follows the horse when it is out. 
Your affectionate brother 

James R. Lowell. 

I forgot to tell you that sister mary has not 
given me any present but I have got three books 

^0 the Same 

November 2, 1828. 

My Dear Brother, — I am now going to tell 
you melancholy news. I have got the ague to- 
gether with a gumbile. I presume you know 
that September has got a lame leg, but he grows 
better every day and now is very well but still 
limps a little. We have a new scholar from 
round hill, his name is Hooper and we expect 
another named Penn who I believe also comes 
from there. The boys are all very well except 
Nemaise, who has got another piece of glass in 
his leg and is waiting for the doctor to take it 
out, and Samuel Storrow is also sick. I am going 
to have a new suit of blue broadcloth clothes to 
wear every day and to play in. Mother tells me 
that I may have any sort of buttons I choose. 
I have not done anything to the hut but if you 
wish I will. I am now very happy ; but I should 
be more so if you were there. I hope you will 
answer my letter if you do not I shall write you 
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no more letters, when you write my letters you 
must direct them all to me and not write half to 
mother as [you] generally do. Mother has given 
me the three volumes of tales of a grandfather, 
farewell 

Your truly 

James R. Lowell. 

You must excuse me for making so many 
mistakes. You must keep what I have told you 
about my new clothes a secret if you dont I shall 
not divulge any more secrets to you. I have got 
quite a library. The Master has not taken his 
rattan out since the vacation. Your little kitten 
is as well and as playful as ever and I hope you 
are to for I am sure I love you as well as ever. 
Why is grass like a mouse you cant guess that 
he he he ho ho ho ha ha ha hum hum hum. 

In 1 834, when he was fifteen years old, Lowell 
entered Harvard College as a freshman. He was 
a shy youth, of genial disposition, of high spirits, 
of undeveloped tastes, but already feeling in 
himself the stir of powers of the nature of which 
he was still ignorant. He became popular among 
his classmates, and made friends with some of 
them, especially with one who afterwards rose 
to distinction in political life, the late Honorable 
George Bailey Loring. Outside of his own class 
he formed a warm friendship with Mr. William 
H. Shackford, three years his senior in college. 
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and his letters to these two friends afford the 
best picture of his life in those days. 

The College was very different then from the 
University of the present day. Its resources were 
narrow, its teachers and scholars comparatively 
few in number. The four classes from 1835 ^^ 
1838 counted up to but two hundred students 
in all. Among the professors were some men 
of eminence, as, for instance, Peirce in mathe- 
matics and Felton in Greek. Ticknor was still 
professor of belles-lettres when Lowell entered 
college, but Longfellow succeeded him in 1836. 
The president was Josiah Quincy, whose high 
and vigorous nature impressed itself on the little 
community over which he ruled, and to whom 
Lowell has paid an admirable and worthy tribute 
of respect in his essay on "A Great Public 
Character." 

Lowell enjoyed his college days. "Almost 
everybody," he says in the essay just referred 
to, " looks back regretfully to the days of some 
Consul Plancus. Never were eyes so bright, 
never had wine so much wit and good-fellow- 
ship in it, never were we ourselves so capable 
of the various great things we have never 
done. . . . This is especially true of college life, 
when we first assume the titles without the re- 
sponsibilities of manhood, and the president 
of our year is apt to become our Plancus very 
early." 
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to Mr. W. H. Shackford 

Boston, July 21, 1835. 

..." I went up to ' Lowell ' (!!!!!!) yester- 
day and spent the day. I went upon the railroad 
at the rate of about twenty miles an hour. I had 
a good time and a better dinner thanks to mine 
host of the Merrimack house. Speaking of rail- 
roads puts me in mind of the one contemplated 
between Boston and Portsmouth and which in 
my opinion will be a losing speculation. There 
is not trade enough between Boston and Ports- 
mouth for the support of a railroad, the road 
will cost at least ^700,000, the engines about 
JS5000 apiece, not to speak of passenger cars, 
baggage cars, repairs, and the whole accompani- 
ments of a railroad. Why I do not believe that 
any of the railroads will prove very profitable. 
After the novelty has worn off the passenger 
cars will not certainly be so full, etc. etc." 

^0 the Same 

Cambridge, January 6, 1836. 

Dearest Shack, — ... As for myself, I have 
had a very happy " new year's day," as far at 
least as presents go. I have been presented with 
a book, which I rather think you have heard 
me speak of buying, namely, Hilliard & Gray's 
beautiful edition of Milton, very handsomely 
bound in calf or sheep, I don't know which, 
for there is a diversity of opinion in the family 
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about it, some saying one and some another ; 
father says it 's calf, and as that is considered the 
handsomest, I of course agree with him. The 
English edition of Coleridge's works has also 
been given me by my " paternal relation." You 
see the editiomania has not left me vet. With 
some stray cash, I have purchased Butler and 
Beattie also ; these as well as Coleridge belong 
to the Aldine Edition of the British Poets. Did 
you ever read " Hudibras " ? It always was and 
always will be a great favorite of mine, an inex- 
haustible source of mirth from beginning to end. 
Who but Butler would have thought of so apt 
and amusing a simile as this, 

" And now, like lobster boiled, the mom 
From black to red begins to turn ' ' ? 

... I am reading the life of Milton, and find it 
very interesting; his first taste (as well as Cow- 
ley^ s) for poetry was formed by reading Spenser. 
I am glad to have such good examples, for 
Spenser was always my favorite poet. I like the 
metre of the " Faery Queene " ; Seattle's " Min- 
strel" is in the same. Apropos of poetry I my- 
self (you need not turn up your nose and grin) 
— yes, I myself have cultivated the Muses, and 
have translated one or two odes from Horace, 
your favorite Horace. I like Horace much, but 
prefer Virgil's Bucolics to his Odes, most of 
them. If you have your Horace by you, turn 
to the IX. Satire, ist Book, and read it, and see 
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if you don't like it (in an expurgated edition). 
. . . You advise me to attend to chemistry. I 
intend to ; I always had a taste for it, as I have 
for everything experimental. Did you ever 
attend at all to the making of Latin poetry ? I 
always wondered why they didn't teach it here. 
I think it ought to be attended to here as much 
as in Europe. I shall study it, and the first 
attempt I make shall be "Ad Patrem opti- 
mum " ; the second, " Ad carissimum amicum 
Gulielmum Shackfordum." If I write anything 
I '11 send it to you. When my poems are pub- 
lished I '11 send them to you. Does chemistry 
belong to your branch of instruction ? ' I like 
mineralogy as much as ever, but the snow covers 
the ground, so that I can collect none except 
from the mine. Hilliard & Gray are going to 
publish a beautiful edition of Shakespeare next 
month (price J 14, 8 vols., royal 8vo), beautifully 
printed, whirfi I intend to buy if I can afford it. 
I admire your seal, which, however, you unluck- 
ily forgot to make backwards. I got it off whole. 
Last term I made a few attempts at wood- 
cutting, and really succeeded about as well as, 
if not better than, " old Caxton." Without 
looking, except in the " booke of memorie," can 
you tell me who he was ? I am quite an anti- 
quary, the pursuit of black-letter is very con- 

' Mr. Shackford was at this time an instructor at Exeter 
Academy, N. H. He died in 1842. 
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genial to my tastes. By the bye, Milton has 
excited my ambition to read all the Greek and 
Latin classics which he did. 

Your most affectionate friend, 

James Russell Lowell. 

'To the Same 

Cambridge^ February i, 1836. 

. . . The " deturs " have been given out, and 
I have got Akenside's Poems. They are the 
best " deturs " that have been given out this 
long while, they say ; they are bound most 
beautifully (all alike) in yellow calf, and — what 
I consider very appropriate — have the Col- 
lege arms stamped on the covers, in gold. They 
have a new stamp for the inside also. It has the 
College arms, and underneath the old inscrip- 
tion, with this addition, " pro insigni in studiis 
diligentia." . . . 

To G. B. Loring 

Boston, 23 (?) December, 1836. 

My dear Friend, — . . . Here I am, alone in 
Bob's room with a blazing fire, in an atmosphere 
of " poesy " and soft-coal smoke. Pope, Dante, 
a few of the older English poets, Byron, and 
last, not least, some of my own compositions, 
lie around me. Mark my modesty. I don't put 
myself in the same line with the rest, you see. 
. . . Been quite " grouty " all the vacation. 
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"black as Erebus." Discovered two points 
of very striking resemblance between myself 
and Lord Byron ; and if you will put me In 
mind of it, I will propound next term, or 
in some other letter, " Vanity, thy name is 
Lowell " ! . . . 

** Vo solcando un mar crudele, 
Senza vele e senza sarte," . . . 

as Metastasio says in Italian, and which, trans- 
muted into the good old vernacular, may be 
expressed in the words of Shakespeare — I am 
embarked " on a sea of troubles." . . . 

Believe me yours, J. R. L. 

To His Mother 

Cambridge, January 28, 1837. 

... I am engaged in several poetical effusions, 
one of which I have dedicated to you, who have 
always been the patron and encourager of my 
youthful muse. If you wish to see me as much 
as I do you, I shall be satisfied.' 

^ In the summer of 1837 Dr. and Mrs. Lowell went to 
Europe. Mrs. Lowell wrote from Paris, May 27, 1838 : 
** Babie Jamie! your poetry was very pleasing to me, and I am 
glad to have a letter, but not to remind me of you, for you are 
seldom long out of my head. . . . Don't leave your whistling, 
which used to cheer me so much. I frequently listen to it 
here, tho' far from you." In later years, Lowell often recalled 
how, on his daily return from school, he used to whistle as he 
came near home, to announce his coming to his mother, who 
seldom failed to be sitting at her window to welcome him. 



Mrs, Charles Lowell 
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To G. B. Loring 

Cambridge^ Elmwood, 1837. 

Dear George, — ... What think you of the 
epigram and " effusion " I sent you in my last ? 
Trusting they proved acceptable, and premising 
that they serve to fill up a letter, I send you 
another little piece, which I wrote (as indeed 
you will perceive by reading) in literally a moment 
of leisure. It is addressed to our old horse- 
chestnut, whose protecting arms are thrown 
around the room in which I am sitting. It is 
the unhappy, but I trust not disconsolate, sur- 
vivor of two, one of which stood at the other 
corner of the " family mansion," and expired 
last summer of a lingering, and (I should think 
from the groanings of its aged limbs in the blast) 
painful, disease. 

OUR OLD HORSE-CHESTNUT TREE 

I 

Long hast thou waved thy giant pride. 

Thou old horse-chestnut tree, 
Around that room, whose casements wide 

First brought the light to me. " 

2 

And thou hast heard our merry shout 

(My brother Bob and I), 
When 'neath thy shade we played about 

In careless infancy. 
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Then, too, in boyhood's prouder « day. 
Rocked on thy limbs to rest. 

We 've listened to the soAg-bird's lay. 
Or watched him build his nest. 



Thou still the same thy trunk dost rear. 
Thy moss-clad boughs dost wave ; 

While we are changing every year. 
And hasting to the grave. 

If you can't read it, 't is not much lost. 
Your affectionate friend, 

J. R. L. 

To W. H. Shackford 

Cambridge, February 26, 1837, 

My dear Shack, — ... Since I wrote to 
you (not last) I was chosen into the Hasty Pud- 
ding Club. At the very first meeting I attended 
I was chosen secretary, which is considered the 
most honorable ofKce in th^club, as the records 
are kept in verse {mindy I do not s^lj poetry). 
This, first brought my rhyming powers into 
notice, and since that I have been chosen to 
deliver the next anniversary poem by a vote of 
twenty out of twenty-four. En passant ^ the hon- 

* ** Prouder " because, no longer in the trammels of pet- 
ticoats, *« we strutted superior " in a jacket and trousers. 
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ors seem to thicken around my exalted head 
lately, for I received a very respectful note from 
Mr. Amos Binney, to act as one of the mar- 
shals at the ordination of Mr. Bartol, who is 
to be ordained colleague of the Rev. Charles 
Lowell, D. D. . . . on Wednesday next, ist of 
March* Think of that ! 

I thought your brother Charles was study- 
ing law. I intend to study that myself, and 
probably shall be Chief Justice of the United 
States. • . . 

Your very affectionate and true friend, 

J » K.. JL. 

To G. B. Loring 

Cambridge, ffednesday, April ^y ^837. 

Dear George, — . . . This day, the very 
first of the vacation (a word which rings merrily 
in the ears of many on account of the relief it 
brings from study) — on this day, I say, have 
I, erst the most incorrigible of time*s fritter- 
ers, learned (or rather read, for it is very easy) 
twenty (!) pages in Cicero and eight chapters in 
Herodotus, and all this of my own accord, and 
it is not yet three o'clock. 

Truly, as you say, " the leopard has changed 
his spots and the Ethiopian his skin " ! I would 
not have believed it myself a year ago, but we 
grow wiser as we grow older, and not a day 
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passes that does not add its share to our stock 
of wisdom and experience. For my own part 
I can say with Socrates, yijpacr/cct) 8' atct TroXXa 
StSa(r/cd/Lici/09, or better by a little alteration, 
yj^da-Koij etc. — if that may be a true Greek 
word, and I think it is. 

Well, I suppose you are at home, " sweet, 
sweet home ! " So am I, and it does my heart 
good. As I run about over the same familiar 
spots which I trod in joyous, careless infancy, 
my heart leaps again, and the innocent days of 
my childhood come over me like a dream. " Oh, 
it sickens the heart " to be long from " home *' ; 
but it softens it, and even in the moss-grown 
trees we 

** Meet at each step a friend's ^miliar face ! '* 

** While long neglected, but at length caress* d. 
His faithful dog salutes the welcome guest. 
Points to the master's eyes (where'er they roam) 
His wistful face, and whines a welcome home, * ' 

Campbell. 

** Mark yon old mansion frowning through the trees. 
Whose hollow turret woos the whistling breeze. 
That casement, arch'd with ivy's brownest shade. 
First to these eyes the light of heaven convey 'd ! " 

Rogers. 

Excuse my making such long quotations — but 
they are so much, so infinitely, superior to any- 
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thing / could say, that they excuse themselves. 
Then, too, 

** As through the garden's desert paths I rove. 
What fond illusions swarm in every grove ! 
Childhood's loved group revisits every scene. 
The tangled wood walk and the tufted green ! '* 

Rogers. 

How exactly do these descriptions suit with my 
present situation ! " Old mansion," " desert 
V^alks,*' everything ! 

To revisit the home of one's childhood has 
much of joy, but it is a joy mingled with sad- 
ness. To think how soon those flowers that 
have bloomed, those fields that have smiled, and 
those trees that have so often arrayed themselves 
"in summer's garb" for you^ may bloom and 
smile and array themselves for another ! 

You may think me a fool to talk in such a 
moralizing strain, but, George, I have lately 
talked less and thought more. I mean to read 
next term, if possible, a chapter in my Bible 
every night. Indeed, I mean to this vacation. 
" Be wise to-day ^ 'tis madness to defer," and it 
is an old Spanish proverb, that " hell is paved 
with good intentions." A propos^ I intend to 
satirize in my poem t\iost fools that are ambi- 
tious of appearing to despise religion, etc. — 
this, I think, you would not blame as " person- 
ality." En passant y " impersonation " is called 
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by Stuart and Whately one of the greatest of 
the poet's powers, and the most peculiar to him. 
I am seated before a fireplace big enough to 
live in, with a good soft-coal fire in a standing 
grate, in a chair the fac-simile of the one at my 
room. Speaking of the chair at my room puts 

me in mind of again, and he puts me in 

mind of a line in the "Bard of Avon," or 
" Swan of Avon," ut placeat^ 

*' A goodly apple, rotten at the core "; 

and filling out the couplet by a line of my own 
(though it be presumption to add to Shake- 
speare), it would read thus, 

** A goodly apple, rotten at the core,' 
A handsome fellow, but a deuced bore ! 

'T is pity his penetrating qualities were not as 
great in one sense as they are in the other. 
Truly, as Cicero says of Q. Fabius Maximus 
(Cunctator), who can tell, " quae scientia juris 
auguriiy' belongs to — — * 



... 



Your most affectionate friend, 

James Russell Lowell. 

3I9 the Same 

Cambridge, I don't know the date. 
[April 10, 1837.] 

Dear George, — . . . I have written about an 
hundred lines of my poem (?), and I suspect it 
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IS going to be a pretty good one. At leasts some 
parts of it will take. 'T is a pretty good subject, 
but I find it enlarging as I progress. " Crescit 
eundo,'* like the balls of snow we used to roll 
when we were boys. By the way, that 's not a 
bad simile. I might alter it into an avalanche 
and bring it into the poem, in which I intend 
to say how much beyond me the subject is. . . . 

I am as busy as a bee — almost. I study and 
read and write all the time. 

I have laid my hands on a very pretty edition 
of Cowper, which I intend to keep. In two vol- 
umes. 

I have also " pinned " some letters relating 
to myself in my early childhood, by which it 
seems I was a miracle of a boy for sweetness of 
temper. " Credite posteri " ! I believe I was^ 
although perhaps you would not think it now. 

George, you are in a very dangerous situation. 
Surrounded as you are by temptations, with 

Miss K your next-door neighbor, and the 

eyes of Miss H blazing across but a small 

meadow, you cannot be too careful of yourself. 
You may trust my advice, for, in common with 
Petrarch, Dante, Tasso,and Byron, I was desper- 
ately in love before I was ten years old. What 
pangs I have suffered, my own heart, perhaps, 
only knows. . . . 

Your most affectionate friend, 

Lowell. 
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To the Same 

Cambridge, April 14, 1837. 

. . . You can't imagine how delightful it is 
out here. The greatest multitude of birds of 
every description that I ever recollect to have 
seen. The grass is fast growing green under the 
kind sun of spring — that is, in southerly aspects. 
Every day that the sun shines I take my book 
and go out to a bank in our garden, and lie and 
read. 'T is almost as pleasant as 

** To sit on rocks, to muse o'er flood and fell." 

This afternoon I read through Beattie's " Min- 
strel," which I never read carefully before. It 
does not seem to me in most parts to possess 
fire enough — you can't see the " kindling 
touch " of genius in it. I like the poetry that 
sends a sort of a cold thrill through one (not 
an unpleasant one), and brings tears into one's 
eyes. Such to me are some parts of Byron and 
Campbell. . . . 

The gooseberry bushes are beginning to leaf 
out. Though this is not the season to admire the 

** Pomp of w6ods, and garnitm-e of fields," 

yet I think 'tis one of the most delightful seasons 
of the year. The birds now sing loudest, and 
the fowling-piece breaks " the quiet of the scene " 
less often than at any other time. Besides, 't is 
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ro W. H. Shackford 

Elm WOOD, Cambridge, July 22, 1837. 

My dear Shack, — ... My poem went off 
very well indeed, and, I hear, was very gener- 
ally satisfactory. President Quincy said after- 
wards to one of my class that the performances 
were " highly creditable." 

I have been chosen, with others, to preside 
over the destinies of " Harvardiana " ' during 
the ensuing year. This was somewhat flattering 
to my vanity considering that I 'm one of the 
youngest in my class. . . . 

. . . Shack, pity me ! I am in love — and 
have been so for some time, hopelessly in love. 
Perhaps you know how to pity me. . . . 

Your aflFectionate friend, 

J. R. L. 

To the Same 

Boston, August 14, 1837. 

My dear Friend, — ... I have just returned 
from an excursion into the country, where I have 
been engaged shooting and fishing and going 
through the usual routine of country amuse- 
ments. But I am glad to get home again. . . . 

. . . To-day it is clearing up, and we shall 
have a specimen of our pleasant weather, which 
is as delightful as any in the world — as Whittier 

^ The college magazine of that date. 
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says (and I shall always like him the better for 
" sticking up " for old New England), 

**My own green land forever! " 

Yankee-land, after all, is. no place to be 
sneezed at, especially when 't is one's birthplace. 
Hath not Montgomery said, 

** There is a land of ev'ry land the pride. 

Beloved of Heaven o'er all the earth beside " ? 

and something else too, which I can't recall, 
about a spot in that land ? And what are they 
— that land and that spot ? 

** That land thy country, and that spot thy home ! ' 

Shack, how well I remember the first time 
I ever saw' you " to speak to." You were a 
haughty (not by nature, but rank) Senior, I an 
humble Freshman, too proud to wear a jacket 
and afraid to wear a coat ! You spoke to me 
kindly — how astonished I was ! In my bash- 
fulness I had always considered the Seniors as 
a superior race. But now I saw that, like 
Southey's " Ereenia," they could stoop to love 
a mortal. You were the first Senior I ever 
visited, and, if you recollect, it was no easy task 
to induce me to visit you, and then I did it 
stealthily. "Eheu ! jam satis ! " methinks I hear 
you exclaim, but they are (those days of Fresh- 
manic innocence) 

** A something glittering in the sun 
For mem'ry to look back upon ! " . . . 
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To G. B. Loring 

Elmwood, Cambridge, 
Wednesday, August 23, 1837, 



I tak' my pen in hand, dear Lorin', 
To write — tho' I 'm afraid o' borin' 
A chiel wha a' his time is porin' 

Owre ' grave design, 
Wi' gems his mem'ry's pockets storin' 

Frae learning's mine. 

2 

Yet, as I ane day hope to climb 

Thro' some sma' chink to realms o' rhyme, 

I trust ye winna think 't a crime 

If I scrawl verse. 
But say I might hae wasted dme 

In writin' worse.* 

3 
Besides, I 'm readin' Bums the poet. 
And, as I wish'd to let you know it, 
I thought the brawest gate to show it 

An' mak' ye smile. 
Wad be (tho' far I fa' below it) 

To try his style. 

» «'Owre" — O'er. 

2 Quaere. **In writin' werse," as Sam Veller says (?) 
thus — "I might hae wasted time In writn' werse " — sciL 
verse. 
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4 

Having set Pegasus agoin% 

Wi' weel-nibb'd pen, and ink aflowin* 

While yet my rhymin'-fit is growin', 

Ise * stick it out. 
An' let ye ken in stanzas glowin' 

What I 'm about. 

5 

At present, then, your friend *s reposin' 

Upon a couch, his een half-closin' . 

Sma', common minds wad think him dozin' 

Or aiblins fou,« 
While a' the time he 's fast composin' 

These lines to you. 

6 

You must excuse this ramblin' letter ; 

Upon my word I canna better. 

For luve to thought 's an awfu' fetter 

As e'er was seen. 
An' 't was but late yestreen I met her 

And — ah ! those een ! 

7 
Those liquid een p' winsome blue 
(Like sparklin' draps o' heav'n's ain dew). 
Those modest cheeks o' changin' hue. 

Are aye before me ; 
Where'er I turn they meet my view 

An' hover owre me ! 

I <<Ise"— Iwill — I'll. 

* '* Aiblins " — Anglic e^ perhaps. ** Fou " — corned. 
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8 

To think o' her an' naething but her 
Puts my puir heart in sic a flutter 
That, troth ! at last I canna utter 

Ae ■ thing aright. 
An' aften scarce escape the gutter 

In braid daylight ! 

9 
Fu' aft I 've talk'd o' laughin' girls 
An' sparklin' een and auburn curls 
An' smiles disclosin' rows o' pearls, 

Wi* mickle glee — ^ 

But she, alas ! my heartstrings dirls » 

In spite o' me ! 

10 
Na, ne'er till now I 've felt the sway 
Of een that mock pure Hesper's ray. 
An' voice as sweet as when in May 

The playfii' breeze 
Sighs aft as if it fidn wad stay 

Amid the trees 

II 

10 o'clock P.M. 
Geordie, while I was up here writin'. 
This letter dull to you inditin' 
(Duty with Inclinadon fightin' 

To keep me to it). 
For rh3anes my harmless goosequill Intin', 

I never knew it ! 

I 4€ Ac " — One, in contradistinction to '* Ane," which is 
used as in '* Any one," ** One says," etc. 
» «* Diris " — causes to flutter. 
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12 

** Knew what ? " you cry, ** as I 'm a sinner 
Tou know perhaps — I 'm sure I dinna ! " 
Why, Geordie, as I hope to win her. 

While I sat here 
She had come down to stay to dinner ! 

Wasna that queer ? ' 

• 

13 

How ilka word o' hers I drank 

( Tou will not blame me if I 'm frank) ! 

How ilka slightest movement sank 

Deep in my breast ! 
Methought this earth were a' a blank. 

By her unblest. 

H 
Oh! had I but ae lock o' hair 
That now sae fondly nestles there. 
Just peepin' out (her smiles to share) 

Frae 'neath her bonnet. 
For a* life's ills I wadna care 

While gazin' on it! 

The feet is, Geordie, I 'm a fiile, 

Tho' nat accordin' t' ony rule 

(As *t is wi' some) drumm'd in at schule 

By dint o' thrashin'. 
But worse — I 'm Cupid's veriest tool. 

The slave o' passion. 

* Now she is gone my spirits, alas ! have fled with her, as 
you may see by the dulness of my versification. 
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16 

;t, walkin' wi' her for a mile, 
earin' her words, winnin' her smile, 
lelin' the force o* young luve's wile 

In ilka dimple — 
quite eneugh the sense to rile 

O' wise or simple. 

ear frien', I charge ye ance for all 
eep out o' sight this silly scrawl, 
r may auld Clootie ' on ye fall 

Wi* awfu' scratches, 
q' roast ye in infernal hall 

Wi* brunstane matches! 

18 
fay wee imps haunt your restless sleep, 
ti' when frae 'neath the claithes ye peep, 
'^i' grinning face upon ye leap. 

An' sair torment ye, 
jcause ye didna secret keep 

The rhymes I sent ye. 

r, warse than a', may certain lasses 
ut faithless Geordie as he passes, 
n' sternly eye wi' quizzin' -glasses 

The luckless swain, 
n' smilin' walk wi' stupid asses 

To gie him pain! 

ear Geordie, I end — I trust you are well, 
nd send the best wishes of 

Yours, 

J. R. L. 

** Auld Clootie " — the Deil — Old Nick. 
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In one of his letters he says : " I feel like a 
fool. I must go down and see Emerson, and 
if he does n't make me feel more like one, it 
won't be for want of sympathy. H^ is a good- 
natured man in spite of his doctrines." 

Of another Concord celebrity he wrote : " I 
met Thoreau last night, and it is exquisitely 
amusing to see how he imitates Emerson's tone 
and manner. With my eyes shut, I should n't 
know them apart." 

To G. B. Loring 

CoNCORD(ia discors), July 8, 1838. 

. . . Everybody almost is calling me " indo- 
lent," " blind dependent on my own powers " 
and " on fate." Damn everybody ! since every- 
body damns me. Everybody seems to see but 
one side of my character, and that the worst. 
As for my dependence on my own powers, 't is 
all fudge. As for fate, I believe that in every 
man's breast are the stars of his fortune, which, 
if he choose, he may rule as easily as does the 
child the mimic constellations in the orrery he 
3lays with. I acknowledge, too, that I have 
3een something of a dreamer, and have sacri- 
ficed, perchance, too assiduously on that altar 
to the " unknown God," which the Divinity has 
builded not with hands in the bosom of every 
decent man, sometimes blazing out clear with 
flame, like Abel's sacrifice, heaven-seeking ; 
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which so excited the envy of his neighbors. 
How wags the world down in Cambridge ? It '11 
be a long while before I walk the " banks of 
Cam," or take shelter from the sun inter silvas 
Academiae. " Inter silvas academiae quaerere ve- 
rum ! "■ True, 't is mostly seeking, for few ever 
find it. Poor Truth dodges about among the 
trees and tries not to be caught. How many 
fools, like stout old Sir Walter Rawley, go hunt- 
ing after an intellectual El Dorado, and bring 
home naught but yellow (sand) gold-seeming 
dust ! I Ve almost a mind to turn idealist, and 
believe with Emerson that " this world is all a 
fleeting show, for man's delusion given." . . . 

To the Same 

*« Concord (ia Discors"), July 12, 1838. 

. . . Many a man goes about this goodly 
world (for it is a damned goodly one) whose 
inner garment of intellect might have blushed 
beside the worst of the two shirts in FalstafFs 
regiment; yet he conceals it deftly by buttoning 
himself up tightly, yea, almost impenetrably, in 
a good, stout, borrowed overcoat of other men's 
ideas ! Or, to make a more poetical illustration, 
many a man looks wise by reflecting the wisdom 
of another, even as a stream, shallow in itself, 
seems, by reflecting a cloud, as deep as the cloud 
is high. 
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To G. B. Loring 

Elmwood, September 22, 1838. 

. . . No man ought to be a minister who has 
not a special calling that way. I don't mean an 
old-fashioned special calling, with winged angels 
and fat-bottomed cherubs, but an inward one. 
In fact, I think that no man ought to be a min- 
ister who has not money enough to support 
him besides his salary. For the minister of God 
should not be thinking of his own and children's 
bread when dispensing the bread of life. I have 
been led to reflect seriously on the subject since 
I have thought of going into the Divinity 
School. Some men were made for peacemakers 
and others for shoemakers, and if each man 
follow his nose we shall all come out right at 
last. If I did not think that I should some day 
make a great fool of myself and marry (not 
that I would call all men fools who marry), I 
would enter the School to-morrow. Certain am 
I that it is not pleasant to work for a living any- 
way, but " we youth " must live, and verily this 
" money " is a very good thing, though on that 
account we need not fall down and worship it. 
The very cent on which my eye now rests may 
have done a great deal of good in its day : per- 
haps it has made glad the heart of the widow, 
and put a morsel of bread in the famishing 
mouths of her children ; and perhaps it has 
created much misery : perhaps some now deter- 
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mined gambler began his career of sin by playing 
chuck-farthing with that very piece of stamped 
copper, etc. . . . 

Alas ! I don't feel as if I ought to have any 
time now " vacare Musis." And yet I hardly 
like to bid the " swate deludering cratures " 
farewell. A plan has been running in my head 
for some time, of writing a sort of dramatic 
poem on the subject of Cromwell. Those old 
Roundheads have never had justice done them. 
They have only been held up as canting, psalm - 
singing, hypocritical rascals ; as a sort of a foil 
for the open-hearted Cavalier. But it were a 
strange thing indeed if there were not somewhat 
in such men as Milton, Sidney, Hampden, 
Selden, and Pym. It always struck me that there 
was more true poetry in those old fiery-eyed, 
bufF-belted warriors, with their deep, holy enthu- 
siasm for liberty and democracy, political and 
religious ; with their glorious trust in the arm of 
the Lord in battle — than in the dashing, ranting 
Cavaliers, who wished to restore their king that 
they might give vent to their passions, and go 
pb sleep again in the laps of their mistresses, deaf 
to the cries of the poor and the oppressed. . . . 

To the Same 

Elmwood, October 11, 1838. 

I am reading Blackstone with as good a grace 
and as few wry faces as I may. 
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To the Same 

Elm WOOD, October , 1 838. 

... A very great change has come o'er the 
spirit of my dream of life. I have renounced 
the law. I am going to settle down into a busi- 
ness man at last, after all I have said to the con- 
trary. Farewell, a long farewell to all my great- 
ness ! I find that I cannot bring myself to like 
the law, and I am now looking out for a place 
" in a store." You may imagine that all this 
has not come to pass without a great struggle. 
I must expect to give up almost entirely all lit- 
erary pursuits, and instead of making rhymes de- 
vote myself to making money. If I thought it 
possible that I ever could love the law (one can't 
make a lawyer without it) I would n't hesitate 
a moment, but I am confident that I shall never 
be able even to be on speaking terms with it. 

I have been thinking seriously of the minis- 
try, but then — I have also thought of medi- 
cine, but then — still worse 1 . . . 

To the Same 

Elmwood, November 8, 1838. 

. . . On Monday last I went into town to 
look out for a place, and was induced en passant 
to step into the United States Court, where 
there was a case pending, in which Webster was 
one of the counsel retained. I had not been 
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there an hour before I determined to continue 
in my profession, and study as well as I could. 

November 15. 

. . . The elections in our town have been 
going on for the last three days, resulting in no 
choice ; so that the goodly, venerable, and lit- 
erary town of Cambridge is very likely to go 
unrepresented in the next session of the General 
Court. I shall vote as soon as I come of age, 
which will be by the next election but one. I 
shouldn't wonder if the peaceable young gentle- 
man whom you knew in college flared up into 
a great political luminary. I am fast becoming 
ultra-democratic, and when I come up to see 
you, which I trust will be very soon, I intend 
to inoculate you with the (I won't call it by the 
technical term of " virus," because that 's too 
hard a word, but with the) principle. I live in 
confident expectation of seeing that time when 
the people of England shall wake up and heave 
that vast incubus, which has full long oppressed 
religion, the Established Church, from their 
breast. Their slumber is already growing fitful 
and uneasy, and when they wake — " woe, woe 
to the riders that trample them down ! " Liberty 
is now no longer a cant word in the mouths of 
knaves and fools ; too long have poets sung 
and heroes bled, too long have poor, paltry 
ignes fatui decoyed enthusiasts into quagmires. 
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By the very last accounts from England, im- 
mense meetings had been held in all parts of 
England to petition Parliament for an equal 
representation. At Manchester Ebenezer El- 
liott, of whom you must have heard, a man of 
true genius, " the poor man's poet," was chair- 
man of a meeting where three hundred thousand 
were said to have been present ! When such a 
meeting was held there once before they were 
fired upon by the troops, but now they were 
afraid to send the soldiers among the people for 
fear of desertion. Mark that. There is a great 
and pregnant change ominous of much. It 
almost brings tears into my eyes when I think 
of this vast multitude starved, trampled upon, 
meeting to petition the government which op- 
pressed them, and which they supported by taxes 
wrung out of the very children's life-blood. 
Verily, some enthusiasts have even ventured to 
assert that there are hearts, aye, even warm ones, 
under frieze jerkins! Gude sain us ! what shall 
we come to when men venture to depart so 
much from the creed of their fathers ? Seriously, 
I think that if we live the life allotted to mortals 
we shall see the throbs of that heart, and see per- 
haps that it has good red blood like "our own " ! 

My dear George, there is no cant in all this, 
nor do I think you will suspect me of it, for I 
feel it all, and there is a hidden virtue in truth 
which recommends itself everywhere. As for 
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the two great parties which divide this country, 
I for one dare to say that democracy does be- 
long to neither of them, and certainly to neither 
exclusively — so I care not which whips. The 
Van Burenites have the stoutest lungs and shout 
loudly of " JefFersonian democracy," but fair 
and softly wins the race. A third party, or 
rather no party, are secretly rising up in this 
country, whose voice will soon be heard. The 
Abolitionists are the only ones with whom I 
sympathize of the present exta-nt parties. I Ve 
only written two verses of rhyme since I saw 

you. • . . 

Your affectionate friend, 

J. R. Lowell. 

^0 the Same 

Elmwood, January 7, 1839. 

... I sometimes think that I have it in me, 
and shall one day do somewhat; meantime I 
am schooling myself and shaping my theory of 
poesy. I will read you when we meet (I hope 
soon) a fragmentary essay on poetry which I 
read at an A. A. <^. meeting. It has some good 
things in it. I know, George, you won't take 
any such speeches as that last for vanity or 
foolishness, but as it was meant, an outpouring 
of my thoughts to a friendly bosom. You know 
me too well to think that my harmless vanity 
("forwh© would trample at my side A few pale 
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buds, my garden's pride ? ") is too deeply in- 
grained to be ever eradicated. I even am vain 
enough to think that I have improved since we 
saw each other. . . . 

To the Same 

Boston, February 27, 1839. 

... I have written a great deal of pottery 
lately, but as I am at " the office " I can only 
give you such scraps as I remember. If you 
ever see the " Post," there is a Yankee song of 
mine in^it this morning, beginning, " Ye Yan- 
kees of the Baystate." I will give you enough 
in my next. I have finished " The Dying 
Year," and it is pretty fair. . . . 

I have quitted the law forever. So much for 
it. About lecturing in Andover. Do they pay 
anything ? Would they like such an abstract 
lecture as I should give them ? What time 
should you want me ? I go to Concord on 
the first Wednesday in March — a week from 
next Wednesday. I hope to astonish them a 
little. . . . 

To the Same 

Boston, Friday mornings March 9, 1839. 

. . . The more I think of business the more 
really unhappy do I feel, and think more and 
more of studying law. In your letter you speak 
of my lecturing in Andover, about which I for- 
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got to speak to you. Do they pay expenses ? 
They gave me four dollars in Concord. I wish 
they 'd take it into their heads to ask me at 
Cambridge, where they pay fifteen dollars, or 
in Lowell, where they pay twenty-five dollars ! ! 
What to do with myself I don't know. I *m 
afraid people will think me a fool if I change 
again, and yet I can hardly hope ever to be sat- 
isfied where I am. I should n't wonder if next 
Monday saw me with " Kent's Commentaries " 
under my arm. I think I might get to take 
an interest in it, and then I should not fear at 
all about the living. . . . 

I am certainly just at present in a miserable 
state, and I won't live so long. 

^0 the Same 

Counting- Room, Boston, April 2g, ^839. 

. . • I don't know how it is, but I sometimes 
actually need to write somewhat in verse. . . . 

On Sunday, my work-day in the poUery busi- 
ness, I scratched ofFa piece of rhymeonAllston's 
picture of Miriam and sent it to the "Adver- 
tiser," in which, if it does not appear, it will be 
lost to the world, for part of it was only written 
on the sheet I sent, and the part that was written 
in pencil has lighted my lamp or cigar long since. 
It was scarcely half an hour's work, and there- 
fore IS rather an undecided [sort] of a produc- 
tion — written too fast to be either very bad or 
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very good. There 's some philosophy in that 
last remark. The piece on " Old Age " I think 
you will like. I am vain enough to suppose 
that, after the retouching I shall give it to-night, 
you can't help it. I trust I shall gradually get 
over the fault which belongs to all young writers, 
and which I should [describe] as having too 
many thoughts and too little thought. If a man 
builds his house on a rock it will stand ; but if 
on a heap of little stones, mortar will hardly 
hold it up. . . . When will you come down to 
visit the Allston Exhibition ? If you are inclined 
to be critical in such matters, you must go alone. 
I can't stand it. Genius is to be admired and 
not criticised, and paintings must not (as is gen- 
erally the case) be compared to our own concep- 
tion, but with other paintings. What painter 
(excepting perhaps RafFaelle) ever came near his 
own conception or that of any other man ? 

To the Same 

Boston, May g, 1839. 

. . . The " Threnodia " has made its appear- 
ance in the " Knickerbocker," and I shall, ergOy 
send on another piece or two shortly and solicit 
pay for the same. The " Threnodia " " is con- 
sidered" the best piece in the number. I rather 
think that my brother Robert thought I wrote 
it, for when I was sitting in his room last night 
and he had been running down the pieces, he 
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To the Same 

Boston, May 10, 1839. 

I was agreeably surprised by the receipt of 
your letter this morning. I approve highly of 
your homily, and shall not [get] myself into 
such a scrape as poor Gil Bias did by attempt- 
ing to criticise it. . . . The dew, mine ancient 
mentor, falleth not in the aisle of the temple 
made with hands, but visiteth every little green- 
clad blue-eyed worshipper on the hill-side or in 
the green-wood. Hath not Holy Writ taught 
us how that Enoch " walked with God " ? And 
who are they that in our day walk in this holy 
wise ? I fear me that those who walk unto the 
earthly temple walk with vanity, ostentation, 
and sinful lust oftentimes rather than with God. 

What is religion ? 'T is to go 

To church one day in seven. 
And think that wtf of all men, know 

The only way to heaven. 

But he that hath found, as the holy apostle did 
at Athens of the heathens, an altar to the un- 
known God in his heart, and who in a spirit of 
love and wonder oflFereth up acceptable oflFerings 
thereupon in the Temple of Nature, doth not 
he, of the twain, walk with God ? 

**To him 
The morning stars are vocal as of old. 
And sing each day the birthday of a world, 
A world of love and beauty. Yea, old ocean 
Doth find a voice, and forests sing aloud." 
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In that fine old poet Herbert are as good argu- 
ments — the more pleasing for their quaintness 
— for church-going as are to be found anywhere. 
I remember one line of his which will be a 
good specimen. He says that even when you 
hear a dull preacher we should not go away un- 
instructed, for then 

** God takes a text and preaches patience." 

I went last night to a concert given by the Bri- 
gade Band, and really heard some very fine music. 
Xhey sometimes made a little too much noise for 
my taste, which is most decidedly for that sort of 

'* Music that gentlier on the spirit lies 
Than tu-ed eyelids over tired eyes ' ' — 

as Tennyson says, more beautifully than any 
poet I am acquainted with. 

At Allston's gallery yesterday I saw some- 
thing that drove me almost crazy with delight. 
You know how beauty always affects me. Well, 
yesterday I saw the most beautiful creature I 
ever set these eyes upon. 'T were vain to attempt 
to describe her, and yet I must give you some 
faint idea of what sort of a creature she was. 
Her features were perfectly Jewish. Dark com- 
plexion, but one of those clear faces where every 
shade of feeling floats across like the shadow 
of a cloud across the grass. Eyes the largest and 
blackest and brightest and most spirit-like I ever 
dreamed of. Such eyes ! They almost made me 
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tremble. Across the room the outline of her 
eye was entirely merged in the shadows of her 
brows and the darkness of her complexion, so 
that you only saw a glory undefined and mys- 
terious. Don't dream that I am in love with 
her, for I am " to one thing constant ever" — 
and I should never think of aught but distantly 
adoring such a seraphic loveliness. Perhaps 
from her darkness I should call her better a 
fallen seraph — in whose face was not darkness 
but "excess of glory obscured," as Milton 
beautifully says. She gave me more poetry than 
everything I have seen or thought this year. I 
must make her acquaintance, so that I may look 
into those two eyes. She is Southern, and is 
educating at Mr. Emerson's school to be a 
school-mistress. I doubt if she remains so long. 
If I were to bless your vines, what think you 
would my slips of wild grape-vine say that I 
planted about a week ago ? I should hear all 
around, " Bless me, even me also, O my father ! " 
What a passage in the Bible that is ! I never 
could and never can read it without tears in my 
eyes. Esau was the favorite to my boyish mind, 
and is still. I had a fellow-feeling with him, for 
he was a careless, scatter-brained, uncalculating 
sort of a fellow, in which respect some others 
are born into the world like him. 

Your affectionate friend and jackass, 

Hugh Perceval. 



1839] TO G. B. LORING 51 

To the Same 

Elmwood, May 20, 1839. 

Rejoice with me, for to-morrow I shall be 
free. Without saying a word to any one, I shall 
quietly proceed to Dane Law College to recita- 
tion. Now shall I be happy again as far as that 
is concerned. 

... I am lazy enough and dilatory enough. 
Heaven knows, but not half so much so as some 
of my friends suppose. At all events, I was 
never made for a merchant, and I even begin 
to doubt whether I was made for anything in 
particular but to loiter through life. . . . 

To the Same 

Elmwood, June \, ^839. 

... I begin to like the law. And therefore it 
is quite interesting. I am determined that I will 
like it and therefore I do. I don*t know how to 
fill up this letter, and therefore will copy you 
a few thoughts which I threw into verse some 
time since, for of late I have had no call to write 
anything. 

I 

Must Love and Peace forever dwell apart. 
Holding no friendly converse in one heart ? 
As two sweet notes that sound on different keys 
Discord together, so, alas! do these. 
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TIME AN HUSBANDMAN 
Strive not to hide the wrinkles on thy face. 
They should but add to thee more reverend grace; 
For noble fruits should follow where the plough 
Of time has dug its fiurows on thy brow. 

3 
Do all in place^ and all is then aright. 
Stars shun the day^ but beautify the night. 

4 
CONSISTENCY 

He is a fool who would thy faith deride 

If youth's opinions change before life's close. 

Doth not thy shade fall on a different side 

When the sun sets than when his light first rose ? 

5 

MIND'S PARADOX 
If that in trifles I take much delight 
Thou blamest me, thou doest not aright. 
Who deemeth small things are beneath his state. 
Will be too small for what is truly great. 



The greatest truths may not be wholly true. 
Who would have sunshine must have shadow too. 



Look not on all unsteadiness with fear. 

Nor idly wait till all things be made clear. 

Stars twinkle from the grossness of thine atmosphere. 
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8 

Strive not for feme, but wait beneath the tree. 
And goodly fruitage will drop down to thee. 
Who shakes the bough to get it on the hour. 
Gets unnpe fruit that turns his stomach sour. 

9 

On xht Jirst cause thy mind's eyes steadfest keep. 
Reflected stars make shallow' st pools seem deep. 

lo 

Error is not forever; hope for right. 

Darkness is not the opposite of light. 

But only absence — day will follow night. 

II 
OPINION 

If thy bark groundeth with the ebbing tide. 
Wait patiently the turning minds of men ; 
Opinion's wave full soon shall flow again. 

And proudly on its waters thou shalt ride. 

12 

Two north-lights are there in the Soul that beam. 
Truth's steady ray and Fancy's waving gleam. 
One shines by day, the other blesseth night. 
Scorn neither ; though diverse, yet both are light. 

To the Same 

Elmwood, June 28, 1839. 

• . . I found quite a treasure to-day — a small 
^^lume of about five hundred pages ; not one 
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of your attenuated modern things that seem like 
milk and water watered^ but a goodly fat little 
fellow and full of the choicest dainties, viz., 
Hesiod, Theocritus, Bion, Moschus, and ex- 
tracts from Orpheus and some forty others, 
all with a Latin translation ad verbum. There 
is some pleasure in reading such poets. How 
I do hate the modern cant about poetry and 

poets ! Here is , " creep-mouse ," who 

will tell me that some nonsensical songs of 
Goethe's must be loved, because they set forth 
a feeling of his heart. As if a man should say, 
" Here 's a beautiful little piece, one which must 
strike a * responsive chord in every man's 
breast,' " or some such silly cant as is in vogue 
nowadays, and then read some such song as 
this : 

I am happy, fiddlededee ! 
The happiest man you ever did see ! 
There 's no one can so happy be ! 
Fiddlededido, fiddlededee ! 

I am sure that, for my single self, I always am 
a fool when I am happy, and, if I said any- 
thing, should say sillier things than the above 
song. If men had no other way of showing 
their happiness than by printing it — as grass- 
hoppers and crickets can only do it by chirping 
— it would be all very well. I am sure it would 
be much better if all our songs of joy were 
printed thus, and I have long thought so, viz.. 
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lines to 
I 
Oh 



Oh 



! Etc. , etc. , ad infinitum. 

I am very sorry for the fate of the piece I sent 
to the " Knickerbocker," for I have no other 
fill! copy of it, and it was really worth saving. 
If I could get any bookseller to do it for me, 
I would publish a volume of poems. Of late 
a fancy has seized me for so doing. If it met 
with any commendation I could get paid for 
contributions to periodicals. I tried last night 
to write a little rhyme, but must wait for the 
moving of the waters. The nine goddess vir- 
gins who dance with tender feet round the violet- 
hued fountain of Hippocrene, and whose im- 
mortal voices drop sweetly from their lips, will 
not come to me. . . . 

Now I must stop and hear my pupil recite, 

^0 the Same 

Elmwood, July 2 2, 1839. 

... If I live, I don't believe I shall ever 
{between you and me) practise law, I intend. 
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however, to study it and prepare myself for 
practising. But a blind presentiment of becom- 
ing independent in some other way is always 
hovering round me. Above all things should I 
love to be able to sit down and do something 
literary for the rest of my natural life. If I 
don't marry — and I hardly think I shall — it 
will take but little to support me, and when I 
wanted a decent dinner I could go to one of 
my opulent friends — Dr. Loring, or some 
other. . . . 

To the Same 

Elmwood, August \, 1839. 

. . . Since I talked with you when you were 
here I have wondered whether you believed in 
the divine inspiration of the old Hebrew pro- 
phets. Do you ? I don't. I once thought it 
an argument in their favor that, in all the world, 
there has -not, before or since, been any writing 
that compared with theirs in poetic sublimity. 
Now that I am older, this very thing seems to 
me against them. I think that if you compare 
it with that of our Saviour (whose inspiration 
I would be more willing to admit), you will 
perceive my meaning. HiSy you will notice, is 
prose ; theirs poetic sublimity — and herein lies 
the difference between inspiration^ or perception 
of real truth, and enthusiasm^ or longing after 
ideal truth. 
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fate be governed by circumstance and influence. 
There are those who would have a man act out 
himself; it is very much a dispute about words. 
For is not this acting out ourselves, a man giv- 
ing its due weight to every influence? A man 
should not only regard what is in him, but also 
what is without acting on that within. Ever- 
more are these little circumstances busily at 
work building up their tiny coral stems in the 
heaving ocean of time, round which the ever- 
floating driftwood of opinion shall cling, till, in 
the next cycle, they become green islands, the 
abode of men like ourselves. Oh, for an hour's 
talk and smoke with you ! I have so much to 
say that would stare at you cold and meaning- 
less from paper. But smoking is not what it 
once was. Weep with me, friend of my bosom, 
on the degeneracy of cigars ! Man and cigars 
decline together. Synopsis as follows : Chap. 
1st. General view, with an attempt to trace the 
fate of man to some connection with the subject 
— probability of success from the fact that all 
inquiries into the matter end in smoke. Chap. 
2d shows that as cigars grow to draw less easily, 
so it is with men who grow restive in drawing 
the Car of State ; hence we may account for the 
French Revolution. Chap. 3d. The filling of 
cigars now belies the wrapper. So with men : 
they have a very well-seeming outside of learn- 
ing or ideas, but are not so well filled as of yore; 
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periodicals, in the form of Eckermann and Bos- 
well : — imaginary conversations with an im- 
aginary great man, in which I can put down 
anything and everything of worth that occurs 
to me in the course of the day. 

There is a camp-meeting in operation over 
at Brookline, on the borders of the lake. Truly 
a glorious place to make men worship God — 
perhaps even without the aid of a camp-meeting ! 
I rode by the place last night, and what do you 
think I saw? An empty reed shaken by the 
wind of hypocrisy or fanaticism ? No ! a party of 
eight or ten gamblers busily employed round 
a little table beneath the trees by the light of 
lamps or lanterns — a scene worthy of Rem- 
brandt, who painted with a brush dipped in 
darkness, with a gleam as of hell-fire cast on his 
canvas by way of light. Well, whatever others 
were doing, this little band were toiling in their 
vocation. Truly, the good old Latimer was 
right when he said, in his honest way, that the 
devil was the faithfuUest of bishops, going up 
and down continually in his diocese, and dis- 
training for rent when his parishioners were on 
their death-beds, and that not for tithes merely, 
but for the whole of his debtor's eternal sub- 
stance. His diocesans, too, are no whit less 
zealous than he. I entertain a high respect for 
you, O Sathanas ! Ten like thee would have 
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saved Sodom and Gomorrah, hapless cities of 
the plain ! 

** I 'm laith to think o' yon grim den. 

E'en for your sake ! " 

Verily, I see you now in the shape of a great 
black bellwether, leading the sheep away from 
the fold and the good Shepherd. And are you 
looking over my shoulder even at this moment, 
auld Hornie ? I doubt. For methinks such a 
heavenly moon and quiet stars as these were 
enough to drive Sin back to hell again, or at 
least to give you some such pang as [you felt] 
when the rapt Milton, sitting on the bank of 

** Siloah's brook. 
That flowed fast by the oracle of God," 

saw you looking at the happy dwellers in Eden. 
Ah, my old boy, stick your nose into my busi- 
ness, and you '11 be [sorry] that St. Dunstan's 
fiery tongs left anything for me to grasp ! 

J. R. L. 

To the Same 

Bate Court, December 2, 1839. 

... I went up to Watertown on Saturday 
with W. A. White, and spent the Sabbath with 
him. You ought to see his father ! The most 
perfect specimen of a bluff, honest, hospitable 
country squire you can possibly imagine. His 
mother, too, is'a very pleasant woman — a sister 
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of Mrs. Gilman. His sister ' is a very pleasant 
and pleasing young lady, and knows more poetry 
than any one I am acquainted with, I mean, she 
is able to repeat more. She is more familiar, 
however, with modern poets than with the pure 
wellsprings of English poesy. 

> Miss Maria White, afterwards Mrs. Lowell. 
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Engagement to Miss White. — Law and letters, — Writ- 
ing for the magazines, — ^^ J Tear^s Life.^'* — " The 
Pioneer^* — " Poems,^^ — '' Conversations on Some 
of the Old PoetsJ*^ — Marriage. — Contributions to 
the '' Pennsylvania Freeman,''^ — The '^ Anti-Slavery 
Standard:' — " The Biglow Papers.'' — " J Fable for 
Critics." — " Sir Launfal." 

Letters to George B. Loring^ William A. White^ E. A. 
Duyckinck^ J. F. Heathy E. A. Poe^ Charles F. 
Briggs^ Miss L. L. White^ H. W. Longfellow^ Ed- 
ward M. Davis ^ Sydney H. Gay^ Charles R. Lowell^ 
W. W. Story ^ fames T. Fields^ Mrs. Francis G. Shaw. 

IN the summer of 1840 Lowell finished his 
studies at the Harvard Law School and re- 
ceived the degree of Bachelor of Laws. His 
profession had become of unexpected importance 
to him, for owing to a misfortune, by which the 
greater part of his father's personal property had 
been swept away, he had now to depend on his 
own exertions for a livelihood. Moreover, in the 
autumn of this year he became engaged to Miss 
Maria White, with the prospect of marriage 
indefinitely postponed until he should be able 
to support a wife. His love not only made him 
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happy ; it also confirmed all that was best in his 
nature, quickening his powers into full activ- 
ity, and rapidly developing his character. Miss 
White was a woman of unusual loveliness, and 
with gifts of mind and heart still more unusual, 
which enabled her to enter with complete sym- 
pathy into her lover's intellectual life and to 
direct his genius to its highest aims. Younger 
in years than he, she was more mature in feel- 
ing, more disciplined in character, and to her 
Lowell owed all that a man may owe to the 
woman whom he loves. She, too, was a poet, 
and her poetry was the simple expression of 
tender feeling arid sympathetic perceptions, and 
occasionally of delicate but genuine imaginative 
faculty. She possessed also, in large measure, 
the culture and the moral enthusiasm which were 
characteristic of many of the best New England 
women of the time. 

For a year or two now Lowell had been a fre- 
quent contributor of verse, under his own name 
or under the pseudonym of Hugh Perceval, to 
the " Knickerbocker Magazine," the " South- 
ern Literary Messenger," and other periodicals. 
Much of it was crude and tentative, but some of 
it displayed an acquaintance with nature and a 
spirit of vigorous individuality rare in the verse 
of youth, and giving assurance of better things 
to come. He was already acquiring reputation 
as a poet of promise, and in the autumn of this 
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merit for his eyes, which had been giving him 
trouble. Boston and New York were then far 
more widely separated in time, and perhaps also 
in spirit, than at present, and the long stay in 
the larger city was an experience of value to the 
young poet. It brought him into relations with 
a new set of men, especially men of letters of 
his own generation. He saw much of Mr. 
William Page, the painter, who was already 
his friend ; and he formed a friendship, which 
soon became intimate, with Mr. Charles F. 
Briggs, who, like himself, was seeking a preca- 
rious support from literature, and was one of 
the most active contributors to the magazines 
of the day. Mr. Briggs was born in Nantucket, 
and retained through life a humor racy of his 
native island. He had had an adventurous 
youth, but he had now, for some time, been ac- 
quiring reputation as a writer of novels, short 
tales, and essays. A few years later Lowell de- 
scribed him in "A Fable for Critics," under 
the name of the hero of one of his novels : — 



'* There comes Harry Franco, and, as he draws near. 
You find that 's a smile which you took for a sneer ; 
One half of him contradicts t' other ; his wont 
Is to say very sharp things and do very blunt ; 
His manner 's as hard as his feelings are tender. 
And a sortie he *11 make when he means to surrender ; 
He 's in joke half the time when he seems to be sternest. 
When he seems to be joking, be sure he 's in earnest ; 
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masters of English prose. But it is the work of 
a youthful reformer and radical, and of a critic 
of life quite as much as of literature. It has the 
lavishness of a genius conscious of its large 
powers and possessions, together with the ear- 
nestness of a character deepened by love, and 
attaining through it a serious sense of the duties 
and claims of life. 

Although the income which he could derive 
from his writing was small and precarious, it 
seemed sufficient for modest needs, and at the 
end of December, 1844, he was married. His 
wife's health was delicate, and, for the sake of 
the milder climate, they at once, upon their 
marriage, went to Philadelphia, where they spent 
the winter in lodgings. Lowell was engaged as a 
regular contributor to the " Pennsylvania Free- 
man," an anti-slavery weekly paper, once edited 
by Whittier, but then in charge of Mr. James 
Miller McKim, a man of intelligence and charac- 
ter, with whom it was a pleasure to be associated, 
and for whom Lowell entertained a high respect 
and warm regard. 

Returning to Elmwood in June, 1845, ^^^ 
following months were spent peacefully and 
happily at home. On the last day of the year a 
new joy came to him in the birth of a daughter. 
Early in the summer of 1 846 he made an engage- 
ment to write regularly for the "Anti-Slavery 
Standard," published in New York, the organ of 
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ing of the Ways," " Beaver Brook," and " The 
First Snow-Fall." 

The last of these is the record of the sor- 
row which had come to him in the death of his 
little daughter Blanche, in March, 1847, ^"^ of 
tremulous happiness renewed in the birth of a 
second daughter in the autumn of the same year. 

The wide range of Lowell's powers and his 
extraordinary intellectual facility were never 
shown more fully than in 1848. In this year 
the first series of " The Biglow Papers," with 
its delightfully humorous introductory matter, 
was collected and issued in a volume, while "A 
Fable for Critics" and "Sir Launfal" were writ- 
ten and published. 

To G. B. Loring 

Bate Court, April 22, 1840. 

. . I am at present engaged in the funniest 
job that ever fell to my lot. I have written 
(at his earnest and most unescapable urging) 
some damnable verses for a North Carolina 
lover to send home to his mistress, who has 
once refused him ! To come to me to plead a 
cause which I never could gain for myself! Of 
course the lines are miserable stuff. HowcouU 
I write them ? But there was no getting off. 
They employed my energies in writing and 
copying not quite an hour, and are now lying 
under this sheet as I write. They 'd lie most 
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damnably wherever they were. Ten as pretty 
nonsense verses as ever lover writ upon his 
mistress's eyebrow (Shakespeare says " mis- 
tress' eyebrow," but he 's wrong). Here is a 
sample — 

*« The hopes that I cherished, 
Alas, they are gone ! 
In the budding they perished. 
And I am alone ! " 

The man for whom I wrote them is, how- 
ever, as noble hearted a fellow as ever trod. . . . 

... By the way, I find quite a difference 
between this and my college life. I am become 
quite a popular man, and that without money to 
spend or going a step out of my way to any one. 
I am on the best of terms with "Southerners," 
"Westerners," and "Easterners." If I ever 
travel through the country it will be of use to 
me. We have a fine set of men here now. . . . 

3.30 p. M. — W has just left my room 

tickled half to death with the stuff. He swears 
jf he gets his Dulcinea that he '11 " have me on 
to the wedding, expenses paid and everything 
else ' " 

Yours, J. R. L. 

To the Same 

Bate Court, May 17, 1840. 

... I spent last evening at Watertown. 
Maria White (I can't call her miss) is beautiful 
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— so pure and spiritlike. To make a bull — 
she seems half of earth and more than half of 
Heaven. You ought to see her. .1 had a time, 
I tell you — and made a fool of myself to 
boot. 

My head aches horribly or I should write 
better. God bless you. 

To the Same 

June 3, 1840. 

Thank Heaven ! whatsoe'er the rate is 
At which some other things are sold. 

Nature is ever had ** free gratis. 

Children half-price," as 't was of old. . ^ • 

To the Same 

Bate Court, August 25, 1840. 

... I am going to write a tragedy. I have 
the plot nearly filled out. I think — I know 
it will be good. It will be psycho-historical. I 
think also of writing a prose tale, which perhaps 
will appear in chapters in the " Messenger " ' 

— if White will pay me. Goethe wrote his 
" Sorrows of the Young Werther," and I will 
mine. Alas ! the young soul is full of sor- 
rows at that time when it only sees written over 
the gate of life, Per me si va in eterno dolore^ 
and has not yet found that, as the God-man 

' The Southern Literary Messenger y published at Rich- 
mond, Virginia, for many years the chief literary periodical of 
the Southern States. Its editor was Mr. Thomas W. White. 
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" descended into hell, and rose the third day," 
so for us this gate leads also to heaven. If I 
don't die, George, you will be proud of me. I 
will DO somewhat. 

They tell me I must study law. 

They say that I have dreamed, and dreamed too long ; 

That I must rouse and seek for fame and gold ; 
That I must scorn this idle gift of song. 

And mingle with the vain and proud and cold. 
Is, then, this petty strife 
The end and aim of life. 
All that is worth the living for below ? 

God! then call me hence, for I would gladly go I . . . 

To the Same 

Cambridge, November 24, 1840. 

1 shall print my volume. Maria wishes me 
to do it, and that is enough. I had become 
tired of the thought of it. . . . " Irene " has 
gathered good opinions from many. I am 
beginning to be a lion. 

To the Same 

January 2, 1841. 

... I know that God has given me powers 
such as are not given to all, and I will not " hide 
my talent in mean clay." I do not care what 
others may think of me or of my book, because 
if I am worth anything I shall one day show it. 
I do not fear criticism so much as I love truth. 
Nay, I do not fear it at all. In short, I am 
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happy. Maria fills my ideal and I satisfy hers. 
And I mean to live as one beloved by such a 
woman should live. She is every way noble. 
People have called " Irene " a beautiful piece 
of poetry. And so it is. It owes all its beauty 
to her. ... 

To the Same 

Boston, February 18, 1841. 

. . . My book, as you must know, is out. 
It has been received with distinguished favor, 
but as yet only two hundred and twenty-five 
copies have sold. I am to be reviewed in the 
next " North American." . . . 

To the Same 

Sunday, March 14, 1841. 

. . . My book does as well as can be ex- 
pected. All the notices of it have been very 
favorable except that of your honest friend and 
fellow-politician, the editor of the " Post," who 
blackguarded me roundly. 

The ** Post " has blackguarded my book ! 

But, then, 'tis understood 
That his most usual course he took — 

To sneer at all that 's good. 

Monday, J^ past i o. 

I have just finished something which I ought 
to have done long ago. I have copied off a 
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ballad of mine for a publisher of the name of 
D. H. Williams, who is getting out an Annual. 
He will pay me five dollars per page, and more 
if the book sells well. Hawthorne, Emerson, 
and Longfellow are writing for it, and Bryant 
and Halleck have promised to, so that I shall 
be in good company, which will be pleasing to 
groundlings. 

Three hundred copies of my book have sold. 
A new periodical in New York, " Arcturus " ' 
by name, which is as transcendental as Gotham 
can be, has given me a very pleasant notice, pre- 
mising that they know nothing of the author 
but that he has written that book. 

I am in Chas. G. Loring's office, and am 
getting quite in love with the law. . . . 

Since I have been in Boston, and in the office, 
I have written the best sonnets I have yet writ- 
ten, and one of the best (if not the best) lyrics, 
which last, as well as the ballad, I mean to print 
in the Annual as aforesaid. 

I am glad of this, because I feared that the 
law would cover all the sunny greensward of 
my soul with its dust. But Maria will hinder 
all that. 

» A Journal of Books and Opinions^ edited by Evert 
A. Duyckinck and Cornelius Matthews, writers of some note 
in their day, but both alike fallen into the pleasant peace of 
oblivion. 
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To W. A. White ' 

39 Court Street, 
Boston, November 2, 1841. 

My dear W., — ... The magazine* is 
published this morning (Tuesday, November 
second, in the year of grace one thousand eight 
hundred and forty-one), and notices are forth- 
coming in the daily journals. The " respecta- 
ble " " Daily " ^ has a pufF this morning which 
I have not seen. The covers are changed to 
a brownish freestone color. The figure on the 
cover with wings, etc., is intended, saith the art- 
ist, to portray the Genius of Literature. But 
how any man in his senses could set forth such a 
fat, comfortable-looking fellow as the vera effi- 
gies of what is hungriest, leanest, empty-pursi- 
est, and without-a-centiest on earth I am at a 
loss to say. John King says he considers it as 
a flat number, but I think it is very tolerable, 

» The brother of Miss White, afterwards Mrs. Lowell. 

» This was the Boston Miscellany ^ a monthly journal, 
edited by Nathan Hale, Jr. Mr. Hale was a man of marked 
ability ; he was a college friend and classmate of Lowell. 
The Miscellany was an ambitious attempt, and failed in the 
course of its second year of existence. It is now sought for 
by collectors, because it contains contributions by Hawthorne, 
Poe, Parsons, and Lowell, besides those of many less eminent 
writers who are not yet wholly forgotten. Lowell's papers 
on the ** Old Dramatists " have an interest as showing his 
early taste for and study of authors who were his familiars 
through life, and the subject of his latest writing in prose. 

3 The Daily Advertiser y then the chief newspaper in Boston. 
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considering that it has not yet got under way. 
I am going to write some criticisms on the Old 
Dramatists for some of the future numbers, 
which will be a cheap and convenient way of 
reprinting the best scenes and passages. . . . 

"To Evert A. Duyckinck ' 

Boston, December 5, 1841. 

My dear Sir, — I address you rather than 
your brother editor, because I judge that the poet- 
ical department of "Arcturus " is more especially 
under your charge. I have to thank you for your 
sympathizing notice of my verses last spring. I 
thought then that you might like to have a 
contribution occasionally from me, but other en- 
gagements which it were tedious to specify hin- 
dered me from doing what my sympathy with 
the aims of your magazine dictated. I sub- 
scribed for your "Arcturus " before I had seen 
a number of it (though I can ill afford many 
such indulgences of taste) because I liked the 
spirit of your prospectus. For the same reason 
I sent you my volume — of which I sent but a 
bare half-dozen to "the press," because I despise 
our system of literary puffing. Your notice 

« This letter is reprinted from the Bulletin of the New 
York Public Library for December, 1898. Of the two son- 
nets referred to in it one, *' To the Spirit of Keats," is to 
be found in Lowell's Poetical Works ; the other, entitled 
** Sunset and Moonshine," is a piece of youthful sentimental- 
ity which Lowell did not admit to his collected Poems. 
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of Keats, in the number for this month, a poet 
whom I especially love and whom I consider 
to be one of the true old Titan brood, made me 
wish to see two of my own sonnets enshrined in 
the same volume. One of them you will see is 
addressed to the same " marvellous boy." I can- 
not help thinking that you will like both of them. 

In your " News Gong " I see that you sug- 
gest a reprint of Tennyson. I wish you would 
say in your next that he is about to reprint a 
new and correct edition of his poems with many 
new ones which will appear in a few months. 
I think it would be a pity to reprint his poems 
at all — for he is poor and that would deprive him 
of what little profit he might make by their sale 
in this country — especially would it be wrong 
to reprint an incorrect edition. (Moxon will 
be his publisher). 

I do not wish you to state your authority 
for this, but you may depend on it, for my 
authority is the poet himself. I have the great 
satisfaction of thinking that the publication is 
in some measure owing to myself, for it was by 
my means that he was written to about it, and 
he says that " his American friends " are the 
chief cause of his reprinting. 

Wishing you all success in the cause of true 
and good literature 

I remain your friend 

J R. Lowell. 
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To W. A. White 

Boston, December ^^ 1841. 

My dear Will, — ... I have not been idle. 
I have written some very fine sonnets, some of 
which, if you have the luck to encounter such 
periodicals as " Arcturus," the " Miscellany," or 
"Graham's Mag.," will delight your eager vision 
— a vision than which I only know one superior. 
... I have just come from spending the even- 
ing at 's (where Maria is making sunshine 

just now), and have been exceedingly funny. 
I have, in the course of the evening, recited near 
. upon five hundred extempore macaronic verses ; 
composed and executed an oratorio and opera 
(entirely unassisted and, a la Beethoven, on a 
piano without any strings, to wit: the centre- 
table); besides drawing an entirely original view 
of Nantasket Beach, with the different groups 
from Worrick's disporting themselves thereon, 
and a distant view of the shipping in the harbor, 
compiled from the ship news of our indefati- 
gable friend Ballard, of the "Daily," and making 
a temperance address ; giving vent, moreover, 
to innumerable jests, jokes, puns, oddities, quid- 
dities, and nothings, interrupted by mine own 
laughter and that of my hearers ; and eating 
an indefinite number of raisins, chesnuts (I ad- 
visedly omit the " t "), etc., etc., etc., etc., etc., 
etc., etc., etc., etc. ... 
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'To John Francis Heath ' 

Boston, January 30, 1842.' 

My dear Franque, — . . .The principal lion 
in Boston now is Boz, who arrived here a week 
ago last Saturday and will leave next Saturday 
(to-day is Monday). To-morrow there is to 
be a dinner given him by a portion of the Bos- 
ton Young Men, from which I am sorry to say 
my temperance principles will exclude me. I 
am sorry, because I proposed to have a dinner 
at which women should take the place of wine, 
and it was voted down by a very large majority. 
Dickens himself since his arrival has expressed 

» In his paper on ** Some Letters of Walter Savage Lan- 
dor," written in 1888, and printed in his Latest Literary 
Essays, Mr. Lowell has a passage referring to his old friend, 
John Francis Heath. It is as follows : — 

** Three years later, while I was trying to persuade my- 
self that I was reading law, a friend who knew better gave 
me the first series of the Imaginary Conversations. Let me 
please myself by laying a spray of rosemary (* that's for re- 
membrance ' ) on his grave. This friend was John Francis 
Heath of Virginia, who took his degree [in Harvard College] 
in 1 840. He was the handsomest man I have ever seen, 
and in every manly exercise the most accomplished. . , . 
After leaving college, he went to Germany, and dreamed 
away nine years at Heidelberg. We used to call him Ham- 
let, he could have done so much and did so absolutely 
nothing. He died [a surgeon] in the Confederate service 
in 1862." 
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a wish to that effect, but it is too late. He is 
not so handsome a man as he is represented in 
his portraits, having, moreover, a certain vul- 
garity of air. He has been received with grati- 
fying enthusiasm — they gave him nine cheers 
at the theatre, etc. All classes join in the 
delight. 

I have been admitted to the bar and have 
taken an office. I shall probably write a great 
deal during the next year as I shall be obliged 
to sit in my office all day with nothing to do. 
I am going to write an American Tragedy on 
the trial of Anne Hutchinson, who was con- 
demned for heresy in the good old colony 
times. . . . 

God bless you ! Your true friend till death 
and after, J. R. L. 

^0 the Samey Berlin 

Boston, No. 21 Court St., March 31, 1842. 

My dear Frank, ... I suppose you will 
be most interested in hearing something about 
our everyday life here. I think I told you that 
Dickens had been here and that I had spoken 
face to face with the greatest character painter 
since Shakespeare. Nathan continues to edit 
his magazine. Four numbers have already ap- 
peared and it is getting fast into the grace of 
the worst judges — namely, the majority. I do 
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not mean this as any derogation from Nat's 
judgment. He knows very well what is right, 
but is obliged to sacrifice the best interests of 
literature to those of his publishers. In the 
number for month before last, I had an ode 
called " The Poet," which I esteem the best 
poem I have written, and which gained much 
applause from the judicious. W. Story still 
continues to pursue the various arts which oc- 
cupied him while you were here, and with in- 
creased success. He has improved also in 
character in my judgment, but retains still, and 
I fear will long retain, some of his predominant 
faults. The chief of these I esteem to be com- 
parison. I mean by this a constant comparison 
of himself with others. Emulation "the wise 
it call." I think that it is a stumbling-block 
in the way of all true greatness. And justly. 
For it arises from the want of that inward spur 
and need of excellence which genius most feels. 
The highest of earthly goodness and greatness 
comes not near that glorious ideal which gen- 
ius always sets for itself and which its whole 
life is spent in struggling to reach. To match 
itself, then, with anything meaner is a degra- 
dation, and will gradually bring it so low that 
its ideal is lost in its supreme height. The 
true poet feels driven from withitiy not from 
without. 

" To know the heart of all things was his 
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dutyy^ says your friend in his ode above men- 
tioned. It is not so bad to compare one's self 
with the dead as with the living, and especially 
the present; for in the one case the compari- 
son is with pure spirit, in the other the body 
must necessarily interfere. 

I have written two articles for Nat's maga- 
zine on the Old English Drama, and am about 
to write a third. I find that my pen follows 
my soul more obediently the older I grow. 
This consciousness of increasing power is mag- 
nificent. I know that I have a mission to ac- 
complish, and if I live I will do the work the 
Father giveth me to do. In the mean time I am 
not without some encouragement from friendly 
souls, though, I thank God ! I do not need it, 
having been always blessed with a self-sustain- 
ing nature. Hear what an unknown critic says 
in the last number of " Graham's Magazine : " 
" We have spoken with frankness because we 
love with discretion. The genius is surpassed 
by no contemporary, and he has only to be 
known to be understood. Lowell is already 
equal to most of his contemporaries. But there 
is an empyrean to which none of them has 
yet attained. To that region of eternal day 
we would have our young countryman aspire. 
To his hands, we fondly trust, has been com- 
mitted the task of achieving a great original 
American poem, a work that shall silence the 
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sneers of foreigners and write his own name 
among the stars of heaven." And so on. The 
critic is not a judicious one, but I copy it be- 
cause I know you will be pleased, and because 
it shows you what people are not afraid to say 
of me. . . . 

I have taken an office and have had a client. 
But it will be a long while before I am able to 
support a wife. 

The most important political questions which 
have ever arisen in this country have come up 
within the last six months. I told you about 
the Haverhill petition presented by Mr. Adams. 
Now, the great question is, " Shall Texas be 
admitted to the Union and the power and pre- 
dominance of the Slave States be perpetuated ? " 
While this was agitating the country, Santa 
Anna invades Texas with fifteen thousand men, 
and the United States are called on loudly for 
assistance. One of Santa Anna's avowed objects 
is the abolition of slavery in Texas. The South 
has tried to get up a war with Mexico, for the 
Durpose of avenging cruelties alleged to have 
3een committed on the persons of two Ameri- 
can prisoners taken with an armed party of four 
or five hundred Texans who entered the Mexi- 
can province of Santa Fe with proclamations 
from the government of Texas to the inhabitants 
inviting them to revolt, and all this " merely for 
purposes of exploration." 
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My dear Frank, you ought to be in Virginia. 
A man like you with a disgust for slavery has 
now that chance to immortalize himself which 
comes but once in ages and never more than 
once to one man. To you, a native of Virginia, 
and an owner of slaves, our Southern brethren 
would listen. To you no suspicion of any in- 
terested motive could attach. One brave man 
in Virginia could make the State a free State, 
and so not only bless that State, but all future 
ages of mankind. I believe that God permitted 
slavery for a certain time, merely for the advan- 
tage of freedom, that we should be driven at 
last to acknowledge an equality of color as well 
as of rank. My friend, the path for you as an 
apostle is marked out, and you have only to 
follow it. I would not speak thus to one I loved 
less than I do you. Some man will arise to do 
man's work, and I wish you would choose to 
be the man. Think of this. You know that I 
am what people call a " fanatic ; " that is, from 
your knowledge of my character you could have 
prophesied it. But do not think that my ab- 
horrence of any system could lessen my love 
for my race, and much less for one so dear to 
me as you. I would willingly die if that would 
make you follow my warning, which is indeed 
not mine but God's. . . . 
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To G. B. Loring 

Boston, April 11, 1842. 

... I agree with you that, if possible, it 
would be best for you to settle yourself as near 
Boston as may be. It is always disagreeable 
for a man of education to be pitched into the 
midst of a set of barbarians. If you ever get 
into full practice, you will often be too weary 
to find solace among your books, and when 
you look around for the instructive companion- 
ship and quiet conversation of men of letters, 
you feel your loneliness very bitterly. Near 
the city you can almost always find a few men 
in every town who have kept aloof from the 
general scramble, and found a truer wealth in 
the hearts of the old poets and philosophers 
which lie embalmed in their undying works. 
You say that life seems to be a struggle after 
nothing in particular. But you are wrong. It 
is a struggle after the peaceful home of the soul 
in a natural and loving state of life. Men are 
mostly unconscious of the object of their strug- 
gle, but it is always connected in some way with 
this. If they gain wealth and power or glory 
it is all to make up for M/j want, which they /^^/, 
but scarce know what it is. But nothing will 
ever supply the place of this, any more than 
their softest carpets will give their old age the 
spring and ease which arose from the pliant 
muscles of youth. . . . 
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^0 the Same 

April 20, 1842. 

. . . The next number of the " Democratic 
Magazine " wi|l contain five sonnets of mine, 
suggested by Wordsworth's sonnets in favor 
of capital punishment. They are very good — 
some lines in them are perhaps better than any- 
thing of the kind I have written. I shall have 
three sonnets in the May number of the " Arctu- 
rus ; " and a sonnet, a little poem written in 1 840, 
a sketch in prose called " My First Client," and 
article number two on the " Old Dramatists," 
with my name [in the " Boston Miscellany"]. 
In " Graham " I shall unfortunately have no- 
thing. I have lost two months by not sending 
early enough. There was twenty dollars lost 
outright. 

TlO the Same 

May II, 1842. 

I should have answered vour letter before, 
but that I have been very busy reading and 
writing for my third article on the "Old Eng- 
lish Dramatists." But I have determined not 
to try to finish it for the June, but to print it 
in the July number of the " Miscellany." The 
first two have been received with great favor — 
very great. . . . All this is pleasant to me, be- 
cause it seems to increase my hope of being able 
one day to support myself by my pen, and to 
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leave a calling which I hate, and for which I am 
not well fitted, to say the least. 

I mean to make the third article better than 
either of the others. The task of selection is 
the hardest part of it. I suppose I must have 
marked more than a thousand passages in Mas- 
singer's plays, some of them quite long, and of 
these I can, of course, only extract a very small 
number. This is especially true in the case of 
Massinger, who has not so many strikingly fine 
passages as many of the other dramatists, and 
yet has many of about the same merit. . . . 

I shall be glad to see your articles against the 
slavery correspondent of the " Post." If men 
will not set their faces against this monstrous 
sin, this choragus of all other enormities, they, 
at least, need not smile upon it, much less write 
in its favor. What, in the name of God, are 
all these paltry parties, which lead men by the 
nose against all that is best and holiest, to the 
freedom of five millions of men ? The horror 
of slavery can only be appreciated by one who 
has felt it himself, or who has imagination 
enough to put himself in the place of the slave, 
and fancy himself not only virtually imprisoned, 
but forced to toil, and all this for no crime and 
for no reason except that it would be inconven- 
ient to free them. What if the curse of slavery 
were entailed upon them by their ancestors, 
does this in the least aflfect the clear question of 
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silvery tones. She told them that the banner 
came from their mothers and sisters, their 
daughters and wives, and they must hold it sa- 
cred. The motto on the banner was excellent. 
It was this verse from the Bible : " My son, if 
sinners entice thee, consent thou not." The next 
day Joe Bird (one of the musical ones), a great 
brown-faced, hard-handed giant of a farmer, 
overtook me and carried me part of the way 
into town in his wagon. He said : " I s'pose it's 
superfluous to tell you of it, but I never saw such 
a face as Miss Maria White's in my life. There's 
something supernatural about it. I dunnow 
what to call it but heavenly and angelic. When 
she smiles, it don't seem as though she smiled, 
but as if an actual lustre shone out of all her 
face. I love my wife as much as I know how, 
and always shall till I die ; but, her to the con- 
trary notwithstanding, I must say I never saw a 
face that came anywhere's near Miss Maria's. 
When she was presenting the banner I could n't 
help crying, I tell you." I could have hugged 
the great brawny, honest-hearted fellow. 

On the 4th I attended, by invitation, the 
celebration of the Cambridgeport W. T. A. So- 
ciety. We dined in a fine large pavilion, which 
proved, however, quite too small for the multi- 
tude. So the children were fed first, and then we 
sat down. There were more than three thousand 
in all, it was said. I was called out, and made a 
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speech of about ten minutes from the top of a 
bench to an audience of two thousand, as silent 
as could be. I spoke of the beauty of having 
women present, and of their influence and in- 
terests in reforms. I ended with the following 
sentiment, " The proper place of woman — at 
the head of the pilgrims back to purity and 
truth." In the midst of my speech I heard many 
demonstrations of satisfaction and approval — 
one voice saying " Good ! " in quite an audible 
tone. I was told that my remarks were "just 
the thing." When I got up and saw the crowd, 
it inspired me. I felt as calm as I do now, and 
could have spoken an hour with ease. I did not 
hesitate for a word or expression even once. . . . 

7(9 John Francis Heath. 

Boston, August 5, 1842. 
No. 21 Court Street. 

My now and ever-to-be dear Friend, ... I 
have a vast deal in my heart to say in answer 
to your last letter. Trust me, my heart is large 
enough to hold Anti-slavery and you too, ay, 
and I hope all mankind, and all the sorrows' and 
wants as well as the joys of humanity. Ah me, 
it is one of the easiest of sacrifices to love such 
as you, even when we differ wholly in thought 
— may I be ready to be as kind with all the 
other champions of Slavery. I think you know 
me and love me too well (if you are not too 
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much a scholar and philosopher) to be wounded 
by anything I can say. That you desire truth, I 
believe; that you are blinded by custom, preju- 
dice, and a false medium of vision, I know. Else 
why is that heart — which absence has only made 
more necessary and brotherly to me — so full 
of all noble impulses and irresolute resolutions 
to be great and free, and that soul in which 
all beautiful things would seek shelter as in a 
chosen home and birthplace — why are these 
deadened to the cause of what is most beauti- 
ful and holy ? Oh, but the more beautiful, if 
those we struggle for are degraded and inferior ! 
My dearest friend, you strive to cloud my eyes 
with generalities. But I see, as I thought you 
were wont, with the eyes of my heart, and 
nothing can blind him who looks with them. 
The horror of that system never seemed to me 
so black as when I found you enlisted in its 
defense. If it can deaden the fine feelers and 
tendrils of a heart into which God has put 
enough of woman to make it capable of the 
truest and gentlest manhood, what worse than 
beasts must it not make of some ? Then, too, 
Frank, think of the women slaves — I touch 
you there — think of the beautiful ones to whom 
beauty is but the deadly curse that dooms them 
to be but the mere animal machines of the lust 
of their masters, their master by divine right, 
who often may sell his own oflFspring, scarce a 
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But are they inferior? If you and your fathers 
for ages had been reared as slaves, made to think 
that this lot was your destiny from which there 
could be no escape — should you have been 
what you are ? No, rather a blank unmeaning 
idiot. But when either of us becomes as great 
a man as Toussaint TOuverture, or can point 
out so great an one who ever drew breath in this 
hemisphere, we will talk of their being an in- 
ferior race. Oh, my dear friend, you cannot 
believe what you say and you would not if you 
could. I do not say that if I were in your place 
I could make the sacrifice which I see so clearly 
pointed out, but I think that any man whom so 
noble a woman as Maria can love, could make 
[it] as easily as take off his glove, and I look 
forward with a prophetic gush of joy to the day 
when you will live here beside us in free New 
England and we shall never be divided, or better 
in free Virginia, made free chiefly or in part by 
my friend. . . . 

You will be glad to hear (though everything 
else seems mean after the subject I have just left) 
that I am growing fast spiritually, and I have 
been ever since you saw me. I meditate to be 
loved by some in after ages, and I have no 
ambition, unless an intense and burning longing 
and zeal to do something for my race may be 
called by that name. C. S. Wheeler will bring 
you some articles on the Old Dramatists which 
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got a clue to a whole system of spiritual phi- 
losophy. I had a revelation last Friday even- 
ing. I was at Mary's, and happening to say 
something of the presence of spirits (of whom, 
I said, I was often dimly aware), Mr. Putnam 
entered into an argument with me on spiritual 
matters. As I was speaking the whole system 
rose up before me like a vague Destiny loom- 
ing from the abyes. I never before so clearly 
felt the spirit of God in me and around me. 
The whole room seemed to me full of God. 
The air seemed to waver to and fro with the 
presence of Something I knew not what. I 
spoke with the calmness and clearness of a pro- 
phet. 

I cannot yet tell you what this revelation was. 
I have not yet studied it enough. But I shall 
perfect it one day, and then you shall hear it 
and acknowledge its grandeur. It embraces all 
other systems. 

Nor am I at liberty yet to tell you my plan 
of literary support. If I could see you, I would 
tell it you by word of mouth, but I cannot 
bring myself to write it down. Apart from this, 
I think I may safely reckon on earning four 
hundred dollars by my pen the next year, 
which will support me. Between this and June, 
1843, I think I shall have freed myself of debt 
and become an independent man. I am to have 
fifteen dollars a poem from the " Miscellany," 
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ten dollars from " Graham," and I have made 
an arrangement with the editor of the " Demo- 
cratic Review," by which I shall probably get 
ten or fifteen dollars more. Prospects are bright- 
ening, you see. I am going to write an article 
on Marvell for the " Democratic Review," and 
shall have a poem (a good one, too) in the 
October number. 

To E. A. Poe 

Boston, November 19, 1842. 
No. 4 Court Street. 

My dear friend, — Your letter ' has'given me 
great pleasure in two ways ; — first, as it as- 
sures me of the friendship and approbation of 
almost the only fearless American critic, and 
second, (to be Irish) since it contains your ac- 
quiescence to a request^ which I had already 
many times mentally preferred to you. Had 
you not written, you would soon have heard 
from me. 

I give you carte blanche for prose or verse as 

' Poe's letter is printed in the Life of him by Professor 
George E. Woodberry, Boston, 1885, p. 176. 

* The request was that Poe should contribute to The 
Pioneer y the first number of which was to be that for Janu- 
ary, 1843. Poe sent at once his short and extravagant 
story, ** The Tcll-Tale Heart," which was duly published ; 
his '* Lcnore " appeared in the second number, and his 
«* Notes upon English Verse " in the third and .last namber 
of a magazine which deserved a longer life. 
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may best please you — with this . exception — 
namely, I do not wish an article like that of 
yours on Dawes, who, although I think with 
you that he is a bad poet, has yet I doubt not 
tender feelings as a man which I should be chary 
of wounding. 

I think that I shall be hardest pushed for 
good stories (imaginative ones), and if you are 
inspired to anything of the kind I should be 
glad to get it. 

I thank you for your kind consideration as 
to terms of payment, seeing that herein my 
ability do'es not come near my exuberant will. 
But I can offer you ^10 for every article at 
first, with the understanding that, as soon as I 
am able I shall pay you more according to my 
opinion of your deserts. 

If the magazine fail I shall consider myself 
personally responsible to all my contributors. 
Let me hear from you at your earliest conven- 
ience and believe me always your friend. 

J. R. Lowell. 

To G. B. Loring 

Boston, November 30, 1842. 

I do not write letters to anybody — the longer 
I live the more irksome does letter-writing be- 
come to me. When we are young we need such 
a vent for our feelings. Unable to find a friend 
in the spiritual world, we feel more keenly the 
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new ones. A huge old screen is drawn around 
mv little table and armchair to concentrate the 
heat and keep the winter wind away. What 
strange goblins are gambolling, what gentle spir- 
its are watching in the darkness beyond, I know 
not — save by force of imagination. One spirit, 
whiter and purer than the snow which covers 
the fields now, I know sits beside me and guards 
me. I feel the gentle and holy presence of her 
soul all around mine, like the deep, still blue 
around a star, or like the all-embracing hope 
that circled warmly the heart of young Leander 
as he struck out boldly through the narrow 
strait between life and death. Beside the fire 
hangs a copy of Guido's Cleopatra, her brown 
hair and uplifted eyes gleaming hazily through 
the mild half-gloom. To finish the picture — 
here under my left breast beats warmly what I 
now dare call a true poet's heart and one which 
loves you truly, my dear child. I call you child 
because there was ever something in you that 
seemed childlike to me, something that could 
only consist with innocency and gentle thoughts. 
This it was that first drew me toward you, and 
I love you and always have loved you as if you 
were my younger brother. Therefore what you 
wrote to her who is the purest manifestation of 
himself which God hath vouchsafed to me and 
whom next him I love and worship, grieved 
me bitterly. That you, whom I think to be 
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heavenly inmate /^visible. The body never 
thickens outward^ bu<^^4^ays inward, pressing 
closer and closer, aod^jif last perchance driving 
the soul wholly oyity^ that the dead flesh walks 
the earth a horrOr*and loathing to all spirits — 
the corpse of^ ^'xouL Beware in time, my dear 
Frank, audf-b« sure that a wound which spirit 
receives frjoTni spirit may soon heal again and 
leave fra trace, but one inflicted upon it through 
th^'J^o^iy leaves an eternal scar. . . . 
;*;Ail* Boston has been in an uproar for some 
viY?eks past about a slave case. When I say a/l 
:'••. 'Boston. I mean so, and not that the abolitionists 
.'• ' alone have been roused up. It was the case of 
a poor fellow who had escaped from Virginia, 
too, and now all Norfolk is in an uproar. The 
Supreme Court of the United States decided last 
Spring that a slave (or rather a person accused 
of that crime) was not entitled to a trial by jury. 
So when George Latimer was found in Boston 
by James B. Gray of Norfolk, he was clapt 
straightway into our jail for safekeeping until 
he could be tried. . Meanwhile the good citi- 
zens of Boston became excited, and a petition, 
signed by abolitionists and anti-abolitionists, was 
sent to Mr. High Sheriff Eveleth to turn the 
jailor out of office for misusing the property of 
the State. The sheriff signified to the jailor 
that he must use the jail as a slave prison no 
longer, and the upshot of the whole matter was 
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that Gray, on being paid his expenses in the 
hunt, went back to Norfolk without his chattel. 
The Norfolkians have had a public meeting, in 
which they threaten little less than an invasion 
and entire subjugation of the Northern States. 
So you see I live in constant dread of being car- 
ried off to Virginia myself, in which case, if you 
happen to hear of it, you must come home and 
buy me. As a sign of the times, I will add that 
the Legislature of Vermont, at the opening of 
their present session, passed an unanimous vote 
to the effect that Slavery was unconstitutional 
and ought to be abolished, and instructing their 
senators and representatives in Congress to take 
measures to that end. . . . 

I wish you could but see the night as it is 
here at this moment. The whole country white, 
with new-fallen snow, the sky without a cloud, 
and the moon as it can only be here in our 
frosty, clear. New England sky. In all my 
life I never saw anything so utterly beautiful as 
the evening was as I was walking from Boston. 
In the west Jupiter quivered through the fad- 
ing red of the sunset, and, believe me, in the 
east swam the moon as white as the snow she 
looked upon so tenderly. And there was the 
smooth river, too, and Mt. Auburn brown with 
the bare trees and. . . . Good-bye ! I have a 
letter to write to Wheeler also to-night, as the 
packet sails to-morrow. So God bless you — 
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and always look for and find me your loving 
friend, J. R. L. 

To E. A. Poe 

Boston, March 24, 1843. 

My dear Friend, — I have neglected writing 
to you too long already, in the hope of being able 
to remit the money I owe you. When I shall 
have stated the facts, I think that you will 
excuse my want of punctuality. The magazine 
was started on my own responsibility, and I 
relied on the payments I should receive from 
my publishers to keep me even with my cred- 
itors until the magazine should be firmly es- 
tablished. You may conceive my distress when 
the very first note given me by my publishers 
has been protested for non-payment, and the 
magazine ruined. For I was unable to go on 
any farther, having already incurred a debt of 
$ 1 800 or more. 

I hope soon to make such arrangements as 
will enable me to borrow this sum, pay all my 
debts, and leave me free to go to work and apply 
my earnings to getting the load off my shoul- 
ders. The loss of my eyes at this juncture (for 
I am as yet unable to use them to any extent) 
adds to my distress. 

I shall remit to you before long ; meanwhile 
do write me on receipt of this and tell me that 
you forgive me for what truly is more my mis- 
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fortune than my fault, and that you still regard 
me as ever 

Your friend in all ways 

J. R. Lowell. 

P. S. I hear you have become an editor. Is 
it true ? I hope so ; if it were only to keep our 
criticism in a little better trim. 

^0 the Same 

Boston, Jpril 17, 1843. 

My dear Friend, — Hawthorne writes me that 
he shall be able to send an article in the course 
of a week or two. His terms are I5 a page, 
but probably, as your pages will " eat up " copy 
with a less anaconda-like appetite than the fine 
print magazines, your best plan would be to 
pay him so much by the article. His wife will 
make a drawing of his head, or he will have a 
daguerreotype taken, so that you can have a 
likeness of him. 

As to my own effigies. Page has painted a 
head of me which is called very fine, and which 
is now exhibiting (I believe) at the National 
Academy in New York. This might be da- 
guerreotyped, or I might have one taken from 
my head as it is now — namely, in a more civ- 
ilized condition — the portrait by Page having 
very long hair, not to mention a beard and 
some symptoms of mustache, and looking al- 
together, perhaps, too antique to be palatable 
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to the gentle public. But you shall use your 
own judgment about that. 

I write you in considerable confusion, being 
just on the eve of quitting the office which I 
occupy as " attorney and counsellor at law." I 
have given up that interesting profession, and 
mean to devote myself wholly to letters. I 
shall live with my father at Cambridge, in the 
house where I was born. 

I shall write again soon and send you a poem 
and some data for a biographical sketch. Take 
my best love in exchange for your ready sympa- 
thy and use me always, as you may have occasion, 
as your affectionate friend J. R. L. 

My address will be " Cambridge, Mass." in 
future. I do hope and trust that your maga- 
zine will succeed. Be very watchful of your 
publishers and agents. They must be driven 
as men drive swine, — take your eyes off them 
for an instant and they bolt between your legs 
and leave you in the mire. J. R. L. 

^0 the Same 

Cambridge, May 8, 1843. 

My dear friend, — I have been delaying to 
write to you from day to day in the expectation 
that I should have received an article from 
Hawthorne to send with my letter. I am now 
domiciled in the country and have been doing 
nothing but ramble about, gardening, farming. 
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tending an increasing flock of poultry and, in 
short, being out of doors and in active exercise 
as much as possible in order to restore my eyes 

eff^ectually. 

I had got the idea of Hawthorne's article 
so fixed in my mind that I forgot that I did 
not send you a poem in my last. I have such 
a reluctance to go into the city that though I 
have been here nearly three weeks I have not 
even brought out my manuscript yet. But 
I mean to do it in a day or two and shall 
then send you something which I hope will be 
to your liking. You must forgive my dilatori- 
ness, my dear friend, the natural strength of 
which is increased by the pressure of my debts, 
a source of constantly annoying thought which 
prevents my doing almost anything as yet. 

With regard to a sketch of my own life, my 
friend Carter thinks that he can give it better 
than I, and perhaps he will send you one. 
Meanwhile I give you a few dates. I was born 
February 22, 1 819, in this house at Cambridge, 
entered Harvard College in 1834, and took my 
degree as Bachelor of Arts in regular course in 
1838; my Master's degree in 1841. While 
in college I was one of the editors elected 
to edit the periodical then published by the 
undergraduates, and also to deliver the Class 
poem, — a yearly performance which requires 
a poet every year, who is created as easily 
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by the class vote as a baronet or peer of 
the realm is in England. I was in the Law 
School under Judge Story for two years and 
upwards, took a degree of Bachelor of Laws by 
force of having my name on the books as a stu- 
dent, and published a volume of rather crude 
productions (in which there is more of every- 
body else than of myself) in January, 1841. 
On the mother's side I am of Scotch descent. 

I forgot to thank you for the biographical 
sketch of your own eventful life which you sent 
me. Your early poems display a maturity which 
astonished me, and I recollect no individual 
(and I believe I have [read] all the poetry that 
ever was written) whose early poems were any- 
thing like as good. Shelley is nearest, perhaps. 

I have greater hopes of your " Stylus " than 
I had of my own magazine, for I think you 
understand editing vastly better than I shall 
for many years yet, and you have more of that 
quality — which is the Siamese-twin brother of 
genius — industry, than L 

I shall write again shortly ; meanwhile I am 
your affectionate and obliged friend 

J. R. L. 

^0 G. B. Loring 

Elmwood, June 15, 1843. 

... I have been very happy for the last day 
or two in writing a long poem in blank verse 
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on Prometheus, the Greek archetype of St. 
Simeon Sty lites, the first reformer and locofoco' 
of the Greek Mythology. It will be quite worth 
your while to read it when it is printed. I hope 
to see it in the July number of the " Democratic 
Review," but fear it was too late, having only 
been sent on this morning. It is the longest 
and best poem I have ever written, and over- 
running with true radicalism and anti-slavery. I 
think that it will open the eyes of some folk 
and make them think that I am a poet, what- 
ever they may say. 

I am now at work on a still longer poem in 
the ottava rima, to be the first in my forthcom- 
ing volume. I feel more and more assured 
every day that I shall yet do something that will 
keep my name (and perhaps my body) alive. 
My wings were never so light and strong as 
now. So hurrah for a niche and a laurel ! I 
have set about making myself ambitious. It is 
the only way to climb well. Men yield more 
readily to an ambitious man, provided he can 
bear it out by deeds. Just as much as we claim 
the world gives us, and posterity has enough to 
do in nailing the base coin to the counter. But 
I only mean to use my ambition as a staff to my 
love of freedom and man. I will have power, 

* The popular designation for some years of a portion of 
the Democratic party in the United States ; hence> used for 
a Democrat. 
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and there 's the end of it. I have a right to 
it, too, and you see I have put the crown on 
already. . . . 

^0 Charles F. Briggs 

Cambridge, August g^ 1843. 

... My " Prometheus " has not received a 
single public notice yet, though I think it the 
best thing I have done, and though I have been 
puffed to repletion for poems without a tithe 
of its merit. Your letter was the first sym- 
pathy I received. Although such great names 
as Goethe, Byron, and Shelley have all handled 
the subject in modern times, you will find that 
I have looked at it from a somewhat new point 
of view. I have made it radical^ and I believe 
that no poet in this age can write much that is 
good unless he give himself up to this tendency. 
For radicalism has now for the first time taken 
a distinctive and acknowledged shape of its own. 
So much of its spirit as poets in former ages 
have attained (and from their purer organiza- 
tion they could not fail of some) was by instinct 
rather than by reason. It has never till now 
been seen to be one of the two great wings that 
upbear the universe. 

I have sent another poem to O'Sullivan,' still 
more radical than " Prometheus," and in some 

« The Editor of the Democratic Review. 
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respects better, though, from its subject, in- 
capable of so high a strain as that. . . . The 
proof of poetry is, in my mind, that it reduce 
to the essence of a single line the vague philo- 
sophy which is floating in all men's minds, and 
so render it portable and useful and ready to 
the hand. Is it not so ? At least, no poem ever 
makes me respect its author which does not in 
some way convey a truth of philosophy. When 
Shakespeare says, " One touch of nature makes 
the whole world kin," he has saved the need of 
a thousand volumes of metaphysics. And the 
beauty of it is that what a true poet says always 
proves itself to our minds, and we cannot dodge 
it or get away from it. I say this to show you 
(since you take an interest in me) what my aspi- 
ration is. It will be years before I get near it. 
Beside writing poems, I have raised the finest 
chickens in the neighborhood, and I advise you 
to get a few at Staten Island, if it were only that 
there is no sound so full of right-down country 
cheer as the crowing of that lusty bird the 
cock. If I can I shall see you this summer, 
but I am deeply in debt for the " Pioneer," and 
feel a twinge for every cent I spend. Give my 
best love to Page, and tell him that unless he 
has some good reason for keeping my portrait, 
there are a great many who wish it back — 
especially one^ who also sends her love to both 
of you. . . . 
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ro W. A. White 

Elmwood, September 19, 1843. 

. . . Do not attack the Liberty Party too 
fiercely. I think myself that they are mistaken 
in many things. But one should remember 
that they are only in error as to the best means 
of bringing about the Rights and surely deserve 
more sympathy at our hands than those whose 
creed is wrong. I happen myself to know per- 
sonally some very honest and very good men 
in that party, and belonging, as I do, neither 
to the old nor the new organization, I can 
the more easily form an unbiassed opinion. 
Moreover, I would be very cautious of abusing 
the clergy. To most men's ears this sounds 
like an attack on the religious sentiment itself, 
for the clergyman nowadays, to many a disciple 
of the cropt Genevan, stands instead of the 
images and pictures of old Rome. Show that 
they are mistaken as much and as often as you 
please; but be slow to charge any man, and 
especially any body of men, with want of prin- 
ciple. I remember when my own eyes were as 
blind as an owl's to the Sun of Truth, and I 
learned charity to the blindness of others in the 
best school. One word more. Be most care- 
ful in stating facts. If an adversary can show 
one misstatement (however small) in your argu- 
ment, he has already confuted you in the most 
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effectual manner to nine tenths of those you 
are striving to convince. 

The doctrine of Fourier seems to be attract- 
ing a good deal of attention in Boston just 
now. Brisbane and Greeley have both lectured 
there, and, as far as I can judge, with considerable 
success. Brisbane has begun a series of articles 
on the subject in the " Courier." To me it is a 
very interesting one. There is a great deal of 
sound philosophy mixed up with much wild de- 
duction in it. At least we ought to give a respect- 
ful hearing to anything that earnestly proposes 
to make man more aware of his high destiny, 
and to show him the plainest road thereto. . . . 

I am in treaty with Owen to publish a vol- 
ume for me. He is a little afraid of the " spec- 
ulation," but is very desirous to publish it, and 
will probably do so. . . . 

I made a short trip down to Bangor the 
other day, and picked up a great deal of all 
sorts of things. I met an Ohio abolitionist on 
board the boat going down, who told me of 
his stumping a clergyman in a very neat man- 
ner. You might use it in one of your speeches. 
" Says he to me, ^ I 'm an abolitionist,' says he, 
* but then if you set the niggers free they won't 
work.' Says I, ^ You jist take a little walk with 
me, will ye ? ' It was aboard the boat, you see, 
so he says, ^Yes,' and we walks along, and 
bimeby we met one o' these 'ere black fellers 
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a-carryin' a waiter. ' That 'ere feller 's black, 
ain't he?' says I. *Yes,' says he, ^sartin — 
black as the crown o' my hat.' * Wal,' says I, 

* he 's to work, ain't he ? ' ^ Yes,' says he agin, 

* sartin he is.' So we walks on, and pooty soon 
I see another on 'em emptyin' slops overboard. 

* Ain't that feller black ? ' says I. ' O' course 
he is,' says he. * Wal,' says I, ' he *s to work, 
ain't he ? ' * Sartin,' says he, lookin' as though 
he knowed what was coriiin'. So by that we 'd 
got to the kitchen door, and I opened it, and 
there was six or eight 6n 'em tight at it. 'Ain't 
them fellers black ? ' says I — wal, they stand 
considerable, I tell ye. ' Sartin,' says he agin. 

* Wal,' says I, * they 're to work, ain't they ? ' 

* Why, you see they be,' says he, rather quick. 
' Wal,' says I, * I hain't nothin' more to say to 
you.' *Wal,' says he, laughin' good-natered, 

* you hain't no need to say nothin' more.' " A 
good argument, was it not ? 

^0 Charles F. Briggs 

Elmwood, March 6, 1844. 

. . . You say that my birthplace here has no 
natural title to the name of " Elmwood." Your 
delusion is only to be excused by the fact that 
you have never seen the grounds on which you 
pass judgment — a delusion which I hope may 
be dispelled by your visiting me next summer, 
when, if I do not show you elms enough to 
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vindicate the title we have given it, I will agree 
that "Bishop's Terrace" has a sweeter sound. 
I received the other day a little pamphlet 
from a Mr. Adamson (do you know him ?) on 
the subject of International Copyright, and, if 
I knew his address, I should write to him to 
tell him that I think it the best writing upon 
that subject which I have ever seen. It is plain 
and practical, and calculated to convince just 
the class of persons who need conviction, 
namely, those who have a repugnancy to ideas 
— a class much larger than is generally imag- 
ined. If I did not heartily dislike Dean Swift, 
I should compare it with his political tracts. 
There is one consideration which has occurred 
to me, and only one, which I missed in reading 
it. I mean the great benefit it would be to our 
public libraries to be able to procure cheaper 
and yet readable editions of good books. At 
present we have no good public libraries, yet 
these are positively essential to make decent 
scholars of us. That of our university here is, 
I suppose, the most complete in the country ; 
but for that they are obliged to buy expensive 
English editions of necessary works, and, of 
course, are very much restricted as to number. 
A short time ago $25,000 was raised among 
our alumni for the benefit of the library, and 
that sum would have been probably worth 
twice as much if we had a Copyright Law. . . . 
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What are you doing now ? And how many 
papers do you correspond with ? FoVy I mean ; 
I hope you do not correspond with any of them. 
I am not entitled to the privileges of any read- 
ing-room, so that I cannot trace you out myself. 
New York letters are become very fashionable. 
You Gothamites strain hard to attain a metro- 
politan character, but I think if you felt very 
metropolitan you would not be showing it on 
all occasions. I see that the exponent of your 
city, the " Herald," speaks of the Philadelphia 
papers as the " provincial press." I saw a puff 
of Mrs. Child, extracted from that paper, in the 
Boston "Courier " the other day. I should think 
she would begin to ask herself what crime she 
had been committing. I suppose Willis will 
be publishing his epistles in a " * New Mirror ' 
extra" before long, in order that no well-edu- 
cated family may be without them. 

My fowls still continue to be the flower 
of the neighborhood. There never were such 
strutters and crowers as my chanticleers, or such 
promising layers as my hens. My father has now 
reduced his estimate of the cost of each of my 
eggs to the moderate sum of a shilling. But I 
hope to parade them all before your eyes when 
you come hither — as you must ere long. 

My Poems will soon reach a third edition of 
five hundred. About eleven hundred have thus 
far been sold, I believe. So I suppose I may 
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get something from the book yet. If anything 
comes, I shall pocket it with a free heart, in 
spite of the shame which our anti-copyright 
gentlemen would fain lay at the door of an 
author who demands his wages. 

Your affectionate friend, 

J. R. L. 
^0 the Same 

Elm WOOD, August 30, 1 844. 

My dear Friend, — I did not get your letter 
of the 19th until yesterday, or you may be sure 
that I should have written sooner to assure you 
(if words are needful) of my fullest and tender- 
est sympathy. Maria sends hers also, and there 
are tears in the eyes of both of us 

I agree entirely with what you have said of 
Death in your last letter ; but at the same time 
I know well that the first touch of his hand 
is cold, and that he comes to us, as the rest 
of God's angels do, in disguise. But we are 
enabled to see his face fully at last, and it is 
that of a seraph. So it is with all. Disease, 
poverty, death, sorrow, all come to us with 
unbenign countenances ; but from one after 
another the mask falls off, and we behold faces 
which retain the glory and the calm of having 
looked in the face of God. To me, at least, 
your bereavement has come with the softest 
step and the most hallowed features, for it has 
opened a new channel for my love to flow 
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towards you in. More, it has made my heart 
tenderer and more open to all, and I can even 
almost believe that I love Maria better, as I 
forecast how she and I may be called upon to 
bear the same trial together. The older I grow, 
the less am I affected by the outward observ- 
ances and forms of religion, and the more con- 
fidingness and affection do I feel towards God. 
" He leadeth me in green pastures." Trust in 
Providence is no longer a meaningless phrase 
to me. The thought of it has oftener brought 
happy tears into my eyes than any other thought 
except that of my beloved Maria. It is there- 
fore no idle form when I tell you to lean on 
God. I know that it is needless to say this to 
you, but I know also that it is always sweet and 
consoling to have our impulses seconded by the 
sympathy of our friends. 

** We all are tall enough to reach God's hand. 
The angels are no taller." 

In your present affliction you have (accord- 
ing to my idea of poetry) the best right to pass 
judgment upon the merits of the poets. Those 
are, it seems to me, the great ones who give 
us something to lean upon in our sorrow, and 
something yet to look forward to in our deepest 
joys and our amplest successes. Neither Byron 
nor Scott does this. Shakespeare does, so does 
Milton. In a less degree so do Chaucer, Spen- 
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ser, and Wordsworth. So, I think, do Cole- 
ridge, Keats, and Tennyson. If they give us 
nothing else, they give us at least ^ feeling of 
great-heartedness and exaltation which, if it does 
not lay hold of the hem 6f God's mantle, at 
least 

** the extremest skirts of glory sees. 
And hears celestial echoes with delight." 

I know that it will please you if I copy here 
a little poem which I wrote in April, 1 841, and 
of which I was reminded by what you said of 
Death in your last. It is crude in as far as 
its artistic merits are considered, but there is a 
glimpse of good in it. 

Sin hath told lies of thee, fair angel Death, 

Hath hung a dark veil o'er thy seraph fece. 
And scared us babes with tales of how, beneath. 

Were features like her own. But I, through grace 
Of the dear God by whom I live and move. 

Have seen that gloomy shroud asunder rent. 

And in thine eyes, lustrous with sweet intent. 
Have read that thou none other wast but Love. 

• •*.....• 

Thou art the beauteous keeper of that gate 

Which leadeth to the soul's desired home. 
And I would live as one who seems to wait 

Until thine eyes shall say, ** My brother, come ! " 
And then haste forward with such gladsome pace 
As one who sees a welcoming, sweet face ; 

For thou dost give us what the soul loves best — 
In the eternal soul a dwelling-place. 

And thy still grave is the unpilfered nest 

Of Truth, Love, Peace, and Duty's perfect rest. 
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My now more mature judgment sees many 
faults in these lines, but I have copied them 
verbatim, since there seems to me to be a charm 
of simplicity and sincerity about them, which is 
their chief merit. 

I could not restrain my tears when I read 
what you say of the living things all around 
the cast mantle of your child. It is strange, 
almost awful, that, when this great miracle has 
been performed for us. Nature gives no sign. 
Not a bee stints his hum, the sun shines, the 
leaves glisten, the cock-crow comes from the 
distance, the flies buzz into the room, and yet 
perhaps a minute before the most immediate 
presence of God of which we can conceive was 
filling the whole chamber, and opening its arms 
to " suflFer the little one to come unto him." 

God bless you a thousand times and comfort 
you, for he only can. ... I know not what T 
can say to your wife. 

Most lovingly yours, 

J. R. L. and M. W. 

I shall write again soon. 

^0 the Same 

Elm WOOD, September 18, 1844. 

My dear Friend, — ... I have inherited 
from my father an intellectual temperament 
which would fain keep its hands soft. I feel 
the sorrows of my friends and their joys with 
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as much intensity as human nature is capable 
of, but I too often remain satisfied with the 
feeling. Partly from constitutional indolence 
and partly from timidity, I sit in the corner 
with my heart full and let others speak and act. 
But, with God's help, I am resolved to conquer 
this. I am too ready to leave things undone, 
because I am never satisfied with my manner 
of doing them. . . . 

You speak of our marriage as one of " con- 
venience," by which I suppose you mean that 
our means are such as to warrant us in being 
married at any time. This is not the case. My 
" Pioneer " debts will not be paid before Janu- 
ary. . . . My father would have assisted me 
greatly, but he lost a great part of his own pro- 
perty a few years ago, and his income will hardly 
keep pace with his generosity. You will be glad 
to hear, however, that he has offered, without 
any hint on my part, to build me a cottage on 
a piece of his land here, if it can be done for a 
thousand dollars or thereabout. I think that I 
can put up quite a comfortable little nest for 
that sum, with a spare chamber for you and 
your wife whenever you may be able to pay 
us " provincials" a visit. ... I have already 
christened my new castle (though as yet an at- 
mospheric one) " Elmwood Junior," much to 
the delight of my father, who is one of the men 
you would like to know. He is Dr. Primrose 
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in the comparative degree, the very simplest 
and charmingest of sexagenarians, and not with- 
out a great deal of the truest magnanimity. 
Nothing delights him so much as any compli- 
ment paid to me, except the idea of building 
me a cottage. If you could see him criticising 
the strut or crow of one of my chanticleers with 
a child's enthusiasm, or reading a review of 
my poems which he does not think laudatory 
enough (at the same time professing himself a 
disciple of Pope and pretending that he can't 
understand more than a tithe of what I write), 
or pointing out the advantages of the site he 
has selected for planting the Colony from Elm- 
wood Senior, or talking of the efficacy of prayer, 
or praising " the old Federal Party with Wash- 
ington at its head," or speaking of Jefferson as 
harshly as his kind heart will let him speak of 
anybody — in short, if you had a more than 
Asmodeus-faculty and could take the roof off 
his heart, you would fall in love with him. He 
has had fer more sorrow, too, than most men, 
and his wounds have been in his tenderest part, 
. . . but nothing could shake my beloved and 
honored father's trust in God and his sincere 
piety. . . . 

Most afFectionatelv your friend, 

J. R. L. 
I have partly written a poem on Columbus, 
to match with " Prometheus " and " Crom- 



Rev. Charles Lowell 
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well." I like it better than either in point of 
artistic merit. 

To the Same 

Philadelphia^ January 16, 1845. 
127 Arch Street, 

My dear Friend, — I received this morning 
the two numbers of your "Broadway Journal," 
and am in haste to tell you how much I like 
it. I know all you wish to say about the diffi- 
culty of starting — of fulfilling all your notions 
in the first few numbers — but with all that I 
must say that I think you have succeeded in 
making a very interesting paper. Before I go 
further, I will find a few faults. . . . 

I shall, I doubt not, have something to send 
you by the early part of next week. I mean in 
prose. As to the arrangement you propose, I 
know not what to say. In spite of your sur- 
mise, I am so little in the habit of measuring 
what I do by dollars and cents that nothing is 
harder for me than to set a value on my wares. 
In your case I am completely cornered. I 
know nothing of your ability, and I certainly 
should steer by that if I were better informed. 
I cannot think that my contributions will be so 
valuable as those of many others. You know 
best. 

I understand you to mean that the prose 
contributions shall be anonymous. For " Co- 
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lumbus " I should expect more than for prose. 
But I had a thousand times rather give it to 
you (as it would be my natural impulse to do) 
than think you had paid me more for it than 
you could easily afford. I know that you 
would not think that you had paid too much 
for it — but for me, I could write a better 
poem, but could never get rid of such a recol- 
lection. I wish you to treat me as a friend. I 
do not speak in a worldly sense, meaning that 
you should do the best for me you can, but 
that you should call on me to do the best for 
you that I can. 

You know our circumstances exactly. . . . 
All I ask for is enough for necessaries. Graham 
will no doubt give me (as he has done) I30 
for a poem; my new book ' will pay me |ioo 
for the first edition if it sells well ; my volume 
of poetry may be called I50 a year more. . . . 
Another source of revenue has opened to me 
since I have come hither. The anti-slavery 
Friends pay me 1 5 for a leader to their paper, 
which comes out once a fortnight, making %\o 
per month while I am here. You see I am not 
in want. . . . 

Yours lovingly, 

J. R. L. 

Maria sends her love to you and your wife. 

' Conversations on the Old Poets, 
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The paper is highly spoken of by all who 
see it, and I trust will succeed to your wish. . . . 

To the Same 

Philadelphia^ March zi, 1845. 

... I know, my dear friend, how hard a 
thing it is to get a paper under way. I know, 
by bitter experience in the "Pioneer," how many 
conflicting interests are involved and how im- 
possible it is at first to make it all you wish it. 

I do not wish to see the "Journal " a partisan. 
I think it could do more good by always speak- 
ing of certain reforms and of the vileness of 
certain portions of our present civilization as 
matters of course, than by attacking them 
fiercely and individually. It always goes against 
my grain to say anything ill of a man or men, 
and I assure you that (minister's and conserva- 
tive's son as I am) I do not occupy my present 
position without pain. 

If I do not help you efficiently when I get 
out of the turmoil I am in here — why, I shall 
add a large square to the paving of hell. 

We are just about to start for the country, 
and I have no time to add anything more. . . . 

You will be glad to hear that the first edi- 
tion of my " Conversations" (one thousand) are 
gone already. I begin to feel rich. Owen owes 
me nearly I300 at this moment ! I hope my 
wealth will not make me proud. . . . 
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I. " True, but we shall doubtless have a 

fine dinner at the P 's. And, on second 

thoughts, I believe I shall begin my reform 
to-morrow." {Exeunt. End of ist Act.) 

The next scene of this exciting drama is laid 
in Brooklyn, where we sat waiting in a curious 
affair called an omnibus, and regarded as such 
with intense pride by the driver. My opinion 
in regard to this machine is not fully made up. 
At first I was inclined to' regard it as the first 
crude idea of a vehicle which entered the crea- 
tive mind ; but afterwards I was more inclined 
to believe it to have [been] an instrument of 
torture devised by the Inquisition, and given 
by a Jesuit, in the disguise of a very benevo- 
lent old gentleman, to the proprietor of the 
line for the purpose of punishing such heretics 
as could not otherwise be got into the power 
of the Holy OifBce. It was dragged by two 
creatures who might have been put into any 
menagerie and safely exhibited as sea-horses, 
for all the resemblance they bore to the original 
land animal of the same name. While sitting 
waiting for these creatures to recover sufficient 
strength for a start, an Irishwoman, who had 
regarded us attentively for some time, ex- 
claimed, " Faix ! it 's a long time it is sence 
I Ve seen anny beauty, but I see a dale of it 
now anny way ! " Maria has a private theory 
that the woman was looking directly at her 



I30 LETTERS [1845 

3D Course 

A short Miss P who was engaged to 

nobody, and whose betrothed (if she had one) 
would be likely to go to sea and remain there. 

4TH Course 

A Mr. Charles P who had inoculated 

himself for the smallpox, to the great discon- 
tentment of his father. 



Dessert, 
consisting of inquiries by the tall Miss P- 



concerning our travels and relations, and star- 
tling revelations of her own perilous journey- 
ings by the short one. This fragrant repast 
was preceded by a Quaker grace, being a silence 
of ten minutes, and was interspersed at inter- 
vals (such was our gratitude and pious feeling) 
by similar golden pauses. The whole was fol- 
lowed by the agreeable exercise of walking a 
mile to the ferry-boat. ... If I ever am rich 
enough, I intend to erect a monument in 
Greenwood Cemetery to my hopes of dinner 
which I buried there. Exhausted nature here 
demands repose. 

We go to Staten Island this afternoon. How 
long we shall stay remains to be seen. We 
shall probably not arrive at home until the 4th 
or 5th of next month. 
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England. So, too, I know more of the history 
of ancient Rome than I do of that of America. 

Having now proved myself to be wholly 
incompetent to give, any advice (as is usually, 
though more unconsciously, the case with ad- 
visers), I proceed to give it. If I were in your 
case, I should read History. Hume and Smol- 
lett for England, Robertson for Scotland, Nie- 
buhr and Gibbon for Rome, Mitford for Greece, 
Bancroft for America. Thucydides and Livy 
and Herodotus you can read in translations, 
also Tacitus. Read them always with a modern 
eye, and note how exactly alike men have been 
in all ages of the world as far as the external mo- 
tives of life go. In the internal you will find a 
steady progress. You will see men in every age 
and country with genius, self-devotion, high 
moral principle — in short, with inspiration. 
You will see the masses always struggling with 
a blind instinct upward, but never so much as 
now will you find great principles diffused and 
forcing men into action. All history shows the 
poverty and weakness of Force, the wealth and 
power of Gentleness and Love. 

Read also the Reviews ; they will keep you 
abreast of the current of modern literature. 
In astronomy read Nichol ; in geology, Lyell. 
Michelet's " History of France " (now publish- 
ing) is a good one, I believe. 

After you have once begun to read you will 
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need no advice. One book will lead to another, 
and that to a third. If I think of any better 
books, I will mention them in another letter. 
But History must always lie at the founda- 
tion. • . . 

I blew another "dolorous and jarring blast " 
in the " Courier " the other day, which you will 
probably see in the " Liberator " of this week or 
next.' I was impelled to write by the account 
of the poor fugitives who were taken near Wash- 
ington. I think it has done some good. At 
any rate, it has set two gentlemen together by 
the ears about Dissolution, and they are ham- 
mering away at each other in the "Courier." 
Tell Miller that an article for the " Freeman " 
will reach him as early as Tuesday. . . . Fare- 
well. 

I remain, with true love, your friend, 

J. R. L. 

To Charles F. Briggs 

Elmwood, August 8, 1845. 

My dear Friend, — I have a remark or two 
to make upon your last letter before (if I may 
be allowed to write under the sign Taurus) I 
begin to answer it. What you say about the 

' The stanzas beginning 
'' Look on who will in apathy, and stifle they who can 
The sympathies, the hopes, the words, that make man truly man.** 
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" unity of evil " is perfectly true, but you are 
worse than those " philanthropic eunuchs " you 
talk about if you consider the " unity of evil " 
as a sufficient reason for putting one's hands in 
one's pockets and sitting quietly down upon 
the fence in the sun. You are, like most men, 
satisfied with a single truth — you must cul- 
tivate your acquisitiveness in that direction a 
little more. I admit that when all these sore 
boils with which God hath smitten our social 
system spring from one disease, it would be 
idle to apply external remedies to one of them, 
meanwhile leaving all the rest to grow up to 
a more poisonous and incurable head. Nor is 
this the system of therapeutics which obtains 
among abolitionists. We believe that the only 
remedy for this terrible disease is the applica- 
tion of Christianity to life. We cry out most 
loudly against slavery because that seems to be 
the foulest blotch, and it is easier to awaken the 
attention of the worldly and indifferent to that 
than to any other. Their interest once excited, 
they may be safely left to themselves ; for Truth 
is like that stalwart Paddy at the gate of heaven 
— if she has been able to get her finger even 
into the crack of the door of a man's soul, there 
is never a fear but she will make her whole body 
follow. For my own part, I had rather be eye- 
witness of all the cruelty done upon the South- 
ern plantations than see your poor harlots 
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flaunting up and down Broadway. Besides, my 
dear friend, is it not better (even allowing that 
the abolitionists are one-sided) to be explicit 
and constant in our testimony against one sin 
than silent in regard to all ? There is one abo- 
litionist, at least, who seldom lets slip any op- 
portunity for outspeaking against any institu- 
tion which seems to him to stand in the way of 
Freedom. Absolute freedom is what I want — 
for the body first, and then for the mind. For 
the body first, because it is easier to make men 
conscious of the wrong of that grosser and more 
outward oppression, and after seeing that, they 
will perceive more readily the less palpable 
chains and gags of tyranny. Believe me, my 
system is fully as unitarian as your own, and 
whatever extravagancies I may seem guilty of, 
you may be sure they have a philosophical 
bearing (in my eyes) upon the one great object 
I have in view. 

The next remark upon your letter which I 
have to make is, that if John Quincy Adams 
does receive eight dollars a day for his hatred 
of slavery, he does no more than any of the rest 
of us. If you were to publish an anti-slavery 
paper you would charge three dollars a year for 
it, and so should I. The paying of popular 
representatives had its origin in a good prin- 
ciple, and has been perverted no more than 
other good principles by the license of the 
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times. The last English member of the Com- 
mons house who took pay was Andrew Marvell, 
the worthy friend of Milton and possessing 
even a purer mind than that of the great poet. 
I would not compare Adams with Marvell, for 
I think that there is a vast deal of humbug in 
the reputation of the former. He is not well 
seen in the very A B C of Freedom. It is a 
good trait in us Americans that we are so fond 
of plastering together an image of greatness to 
fall down before and worship — we shall be all 
the more ready to worship the reality when we 
are fortunate enough to get it. 

My next defence is about the " green ice." ' 
I did not have Coleridge's lines in my mind 
when I wrote my verses. Coleridge had a fine, 
true eye, and I would gladly accept him (if I 
wanted any aid) in confirmation. I did trust my 
own eyes. When I was a boy, my favorite sport 
was sailing upon Fresh Pond in summer, and 

» In Lowell's poem, " To a Pine-Tree," he had written : 

Thou alone know*8t the splendor of winter, 
Mid thy snow-silvered, hushed precipices, 

Hearing crags of green ice groan and splinter, 
And then plunge down the muffled abysses 
In the quiet of midnight. 

In "The Rime of the Ancient Mariner," Coleridge 
says : — 

'< And ice, mast-high, came floating by, 
As green as emerald.** 
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in winter helping the hardy reapers to get in 
their harvest of ice, and never was a field of 
wheat in July of a more lovely green. You 
have doubtless seen \ce-iugs (as most people 
entomologically pronounce it), and they may 
not be green, though I think they are described 
as of all colors. But my ice was fresh-water ice, 
and I am right about it. . . . 

To H. W. Longfellow 

Elmwood^ August 13, 1845. 

My dear Longfellow," — I have been mean- 
ing to write to you now for some time (though 
I did not reckon on so very bad a pen as this), 
in order to make some inquiries of you 
about Brattleborough while you are on the 
spot. Feeling a movement of the spirit to 
write this morning, I obey it — so if my let- 
ter be stupid, the spirit is to blame for it and 
not L 

I do not wish to lay too great a burthen upon 
your already heavy-laden eyes, but I should 
like to know the expense of living and being 
watered, and also your impressions of Dr. Wes- 
selhoeft and of the efficacy of the system under 
his management. ^ 

I do not wonder at your being inspired to 
write a poem upon the summer rain up there, 

' Mr. Longfellow was at the Brattleborough " Water Cure." 
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keeping as you do the sign of Aquarius (or ?i fac- 
simile) stationary over your heads like Joshua's 
sun. As Canace's ring taught her the bird dia- 
lects " without a master," I suppose your experi- 
ence at Brattleborough will establish quite a new 
relation and bond of sympathy between you and 
the plants. You will be able to enter into all 
their feelings, whether in a drizzle, a long rain, 
a sudden, heavy shower, or under the artificial 
pluviosity of the gardener's watering-pot. After 
you have finished your forty days and forty 
nights there, you will be in good case to appre- 
ciate the situation of that Yankee Antediluvian 

« 

whose interview with Noah Miss Martineau 
has related. 

•Your poem, by the way, was published here 
at a very lucky season — just on the heels of 
a magnificent rain. The very morning before 
I saw it I was meditating some verses on the 
self-same theme. Pereant qui ante nos nostra 
dixeruntj says St. Augustine (confound those 
who plagiarize from us before we were born !), a 
sentiment which I recommend to Mr. Poe. 
However, though you have cut me off, I have 
the satisfaction of having poured out some verses 
on the subject six years ago, and, oddly enough, 
in the same irregular measure. My poem, how- 
ever, was nothing like yours (having only two 
good verses in it), and I thank you for your 
timely intervention between me and a new 
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attempt. I am glad you had a kind word for the 
dear, patient oxen who, as they wallow along 
through the furrows with the plough, are the 
only good commentary on Virgil's " Georgics." 
But I do not (may I say it?) like the metre of 
your poem, and that for two reasons. Firstly, 
it does not satisfy my ear (which, to be sure, 
was not your object in writing it) ; and sec- 
ondly, it will prevent the poem from being widely 
popular. The images in 'your poem leave no- 
thing to be said — they are a complete landscape, 
a true Gainsborough — and had the metre been 
a little more within the compass of the popular 
ear (which, truly, is long enough to compass any- 
thing), you would have exhausted the theme. 
There would nevermore have been room for 
another poem in the same kind. Have I been 
too frank ? Alas, if we could only be as frank 
in speech as we can be on paper, what a happy 
world were this ! 

Charles Sumner's oration " was published on 
Saturday. I got it yesterday, and have not yet 
read it through, but I have read enough to honor 
him for it. I can warrant his having made one 
fast friend by it, if no more. I suppose he has 
committed a social /^/^ de se by it. I look upon 
his fearless book as the tombstone of his con- 
sideration in the minds of nine tenths of this 
Infidel Community. Regarding it in this light, 

I On '* The True Grandeur of Nations." 
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and remembering the subject, he might have 
borrowed a good motto from the Italian bury- 
ing-grounds — Carlo Sumner implora pace. But 
he is secure of a resurrection, and that before 
our mythological judgment-angel is put to his 
trumps. You blew a noble blast in the same 
key a year ago — it had never occurred to me 
before that the Arsenal at Springfield could be 
of any use. C. S. will find it of great moment 
to his character to have put himself among the 
martyrs. I have had a touch, now and then, of 
this mosquito-martyrdom of the nineteenth cen- 
tury, for my fanaticism of looking at things with- 
out the medium of our rose-colored social spec- 
tacles, and I only wish I had been pecked at a 
little more. Christ has declared war against the 
Christianity of the world, and it must down. 
There is no help for it. The Church, that 
great bulwark of our practical Paganism, must 
be reformed from foundation to weathercock. 
Shall we not wield a trowel, nay, even carry the 
heavy bricks and mortar for such an enterprise ? 
But I will not ride over you with my hard- 
mouthed hobby. 

Everything is safe at your house or else your 
chanticleer lied, for he crowed with a lusty satis- 
faction as I passed yesterday. I know he would 
not have had the heart if anything had been 
amiss. They have begun this morning to 
plough up your lawn. It would do you good 
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Maria joins me in sending kindest remem- 
brances, and I remain 

Affectionately your friend, 

J. R. L. 

To C. F. Briggs 

Elmwood, August 21^ 1845. 

My dear Friend, — ... Poe, I am afraid, is 
wholly lacking in that element of manhood 
which, for want of a better name, we call char- 
acter. It is something quite distinct from gen- 
ius — though all great geniuses are endowed 
with it. Hence we always think of Dante 
Alighieri, of Michael Angelo, of Will Shake- 
speare, of John Milton — while of such men 
as Gibbon and Hume we merely recall the 
works, and think of them as the author of this 
and that. As I prognosticated, I have made 
Poe my enemy by doing him a service. In the 
last " Broadway Journal " he has accused me of 
plagiarism, and misquoted Wordsworth to sus- 
tain his charge. " Armour rustling on the walls 
on the blood of Clifford calls," " he quotes, ital- 

' Lowell had ^vritten in his poem ** To the Future " : 

As life*8 alarums nearer roll, 

The ancestral buckler calls, 

Self-danging from the walls 
In the high temple of the soul. 

Wordsworth's couplet reads — 

'* Armour rusting in his halls 
On the blood of Clifford calls.** 
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and answers every such claim accordingly. 
Though I have never yet done anything that 
was a fair exponent of the poetical abilities 
which I am conscious of possessing, yet I have 
confidence enough in myself (even if I desired 
fame greatly) to wait serenely and quietly for 
my time to come round. Yet I am annoyed 
sometimes at being misconceived by meaner 
men — not as a poet, but as a man. My sor- 
rows are not literary ones, but those of daily 
life. I pass through the world and meet with 
scarcely a response to the afFectionateness of 
my nature. I believe Maria only knows how 
loving I am truly. Brought up in a very re- 
served and conventional family, I cannot in so- 
ciety appear what I really am. I go out some- 
times with my heart so full of yearning towards 
my fellows that the indifferent look with which 
even entire strangers pass me brings tears into 
my eyes. And then to be looked upon by 
those who do know me (externally) as " Lowell 
the poet" — it makes me sick. Why not as 
Lowell the man — the boy rather, — as Jemmy 
Lowell, as I was at school ? 

Do not understand me as exaggerating the 
miseries which my lionhood entails on me. I 
have embarked in too many unpopular causes 
to be much of a lion yet. Nevertheless my 
mane has begun to grow, and I would almost 
give half the rest of my life if I might shirk off 
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T'o the Same 

Wednesday, February ^^ 1846. 

My dear Friend, — You must count this as 
two distinct letters, and give me credit accord- 
ingly. To tell the truth, I am very much 
taken up with the baby ' at present. It is true 
our enlarged means enable us to keep a maid, 
but I do not think Blanche safe in any one's 
arms but her mother's and mine, and Maria 
cannot bear the fatigue of " tending " her a 
great deal. I belong to a class of philosophers 
(unhappily, I believe, a small one) who do not 
believe that children are born into the world 
to subject their mothers to a diaper despotism, 
and to be brought down to their fathers after 
dinner, as an additional digestive to the nuts 
and raisins, to be bundled up and hurried away 
at the least symptom of disaffection or dis- 
turbed digestion. Unlike many philanthropists, 
I endeavor to put my principles into practice, 
and the result is that I find pretty steady em- 
ployment and (to finish the quotation from the 
advertisements of serving-men's Elysian Fields) 
good wages. Blanche already, with a perverted 
taste, prefers her father to any one else, and 
considers me (as the antiquaries do whatever 
they can't explain in the old mythologies, 
whether it be male or female) as " the personi- 

« Born December 31, 1845. 
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fication of the maternal principle." She is a 
very good child, however, and only cries enough 
to satisfy us, as the old Greek said, that we have 
begotten a mortal. The only portentous thing 
she ever does is to sneeze, and as it would be 
quite supererogatory in her to do this in order 
to procure a hearty " God bless you ! " from all 
present, I incline to interpret it by Sir Thomas 
Browne's theory, who, in his exposure of vul- 
gar errors, after pulling to pieces the notion 
that there is anything ominous in it, proceeds 
to inform us that it is an effort of nature to 
expel any humor that may lurk in the brain. If 
this be so, I should imagine, from Miss Fuller's 
attempts at facetiousness, which now and then 
give a melancholy air to the " Tribune," that 
she must be an unparalleled sternutator. . . . 

To the Same 

Elmwood, February 18, 1846. 

My dear Friend, — . . . Transmitted peculi- 
arities and family resemblances have always been 
a matter of interesting speculation with me, and 
I sometimes please myself with the fancy that 
the motto of our familv arms — Occasionem 
cognosce — may indicate a similar feeling to my 
own in the mind of the ancestor who first 
adopted it. Be that as it may, I never wrote a 
letter which was not a sincere portrait of my 
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mind at the time, and therefore never one whose 
contents can hold a rod oyer me. My pen has 
not yet traced a line of which I am either proud 
or ashamed, nor do I believe that many authors 
have written less from without than I, and there- 
fore more piously. 

. . . My calling is clear to me. I am never 
lifted up to any peak of vision — and moments 
of almost fearful inward illumination I have 
sometimes — but that, when I look down in 
hope to see some valley of the Beautiful Moun- 
tains, I behold nothing but blackened ruins; 
and the moans of the down-trodden the world 
over — but chiefly here in our own land — come 
up to my ear, instead of the happy songs of the 
husbandmen reaping and binding the sheaves 
of light ; yet these, too, I hear not seldom. 
Then I feel how great is the office of poet, 
could I but even dare to hope to fill it. Then 
it seems as if my heart would break in pouring 
out one glorious song that should be the gospel 
of Reform, full of consolation and strength to 
the oppressed, yet falling gently and restoringly 
as dew on the withered youth-flowers of the 
oppressor. That way my madness lies, if any. 
Were I to hang my harp (if we moderns may 
keep up the metaphor, at least, of the old poets 
after losing their spirit) on a tree surrounded 
only by the very sweetest influence of summer 
nature, and the wind should breathe through its 
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... I read " Margaret " ' when it first came 
out, having seen extracted in a newspaper the 
account of Margaret's first visit to the meeting- 
house. The book, as a whole, is clumsily con- 
structed and not very well written, but there is 
a lovely aura about it which makes us love it, 
apart from its many glimpses of rare beauty and 
touches of genuine humor. Deacon Ramsdill 
is the first real Yankee I have seen in print. 
And this reminds me that I have always had 
it in my mind to write a New England novel 
which will astonish my friends if it ever gets de- 
livered. Your amazement at a Puseyite Yankee 
is unphilosophical. The cathedral-and-surplice- 
mania is the natural reaction from the old slam- 
seat (do you remember the racket after the 
"long" prayer, which the boys had established 
into as recognized a part of the services as the 
scarcely more harmonious noise of wind and 
catgut in the gallery, and which, being a free 
motion of the spirit and a genuine enjoyment, I 
consider as real worship ?) meeting-houses and 
the puritanical creed. Shut Nature out at the 
door, and she will in at the window, says Sir 
Roger L'Estrange. If men have not enough 
spirituality to find an inward beauty in Religion 
(a creed within the creed — recognized alike 
by Gentile and Christian), they will begin to 

" By the Rev. Sylvester Judd — a book which still deserves 
to find readers. 
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bedizen her exterior. You never heard of a 
poet's sending a pair of ear-rings as a gift to 
his beloved (though he would find a lovely 
meaning in them if she chanced to wear them), 
yet it is a love of the same Beauty, though of 
a more savage and rude kind, which prompts 
such a gift in others. I had reserved Blanche 
as the kernel of my letter, but I have filled it 
already, and she is so lovely that she will keep 
till my next. With much affectionate remem- 
brance to you and yours. 

We remain your loving friends, 

her 
Maria Lowell, Blanche x Lowell, and J. R. L. 

mark 

7(9 Edward M. Davis 

Elmwood, February 23, 1846. 

My dear Friend, — ... Had you known me 
before I had used the pen professionally, I 
might have overwhelmed you with long letters. 
As it is, I consider every poem I write (whether 
I publish it or not) as a letter to all those whom 
I hold personally dear. I feel that I have made 
a truer communication of myself so than in 
any other way — that is, that I have in this 
way written my friends a letter from the truer 
and better J. R. L., who resides within, and 
often at a great distance from, the external man, 
who has some good qualities, but whose pro- 
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crastination is enough to swamp them all. I 
put oiF writing from day to day because I do 
not like to write a short letter, and cannot bear 
to send a long one which does not contain the 
very best essence and outcome of me. 

I was just meditating a long letter to you, as 
I told you in my hurried note, when everything 
else was driven out of my head by the arrival 
of a letter by the steamer, which made it neces- 
sary for me instantly to prepare an article which- 
I had undertaken to write, and which I had 
postponed until I could be sure of its being 
needed. It is an affair which I wish you to 
keep strictly to yourself, as the knowledge that 
I am the author will destroy a part of the effect 
I wish to produce. I have engaged to write a 
series of articles for Dickens's new paper,' on 
"Anti-slavery in the United States," of which 
the first has already appeared, and of which I 
am to forward one by each steamer till I have 
said my say. Of course, if it became generally 
known that they were written by a professed 
abolitionist, it would give them a taint in the 
delicate nose of the public. The first article is 
merely introductory, nor will any of them at- 
tempt to give any new view, but merely a sketch 
of the history of the movement without preju- 
dice. . . . 

I receive the " Freeman " regularly, and think 

' The London Daily News, 
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that it has improved. It seems to have acquired 
new energy and spirit. I would gladly some- 
times send you an article if I felt that I could 
do any good. I know that it seems a mean sen- 
timent not to be able to do anything for the 
Right without the reward of seeing an imme- 
diate effect. I do not need such bribes, but it 
seems to me that there are others better qual- 
ified than I. When I am writing a poem (like 
my last, for example), I feel as if I were in my 
vocation, and though I never hear of it again 
(as I may truly say I never wish to), I am sat- 
isfied with my result. When I agreed to write 
for the " Freeman " last winter, I did it with 
fearful misgivings. I did not like to be paid 
for it either — though, indeed, I took the 
money from absolute necessity to maintain us 
independently, which I could not have done 
without it, and which I was resolved to do with- 
out assistance from home, if it were only on 
bread and water. . . . Our little Blanche is 
everything to us. She almost hinders me from 
doing anything but tend her and look at her. 
She is said by everybody to be a very fine 
child. She could hardly fail of it with such a 
mother. 
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To the Same 

Elmwood, April 16, 1846. 

... I know that I am unreasonable to ex- 
pect you to lt3,vQ your Maria and the children 
a minute sooner than is absolutely necessary, 
but I may take credit to myself for having thus 
much at least of the child surviving in me — 
that I often wish for unreasonable things. In- 
deed, what pleasure is there in the ordinary 
affairs of life in wishing for anything else? I 
never think of wishing for my breakfast, but 
I often wish that you and Miller would drop 
in to breakfast with me. In this way we get 
the better of time and space for a little, and 
can imagine a power of ubiquity in our friends 
which we should be slow to believe in ourselves. 
Yet I am sometimes not wholly barren of such 
a gift, and have often, leaving but a mere shell 
behind me to counterfeit my presence in Cam- 
bridge, walked in at your door, or at No. 3 
North Fifth Street, or Friend Parker's, and by 
the richness and frequency of those spiritual 
visitations have feigned some plausible excuse 
to conscience for the poverty of my correspond- 
ence. It is true that on these occasions I leave 
no card, but the unsusceptibility of your own 
sympathies is to blame if you are witless of my 
neighborhood. How many a time I have met 
you coming down Arch Street, looking as grave 
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smiles, that make all the poor little friendless 
children she looks at in the street feel as if they 
had a mother, though I have walked through 
Fifth Street, between Market and Arch, many 
a Fifth-day morning to meet her on her way 
to market. As I think over all the slights I 
have received, I begin to feel like a dreadfully 
injured person. 

But I will think of pleasanter matters. You 
will miss more than you are aware of, I assure 
you, if you do not spend the night with us, at 
least before the steamer leaves. Miss Blanche 
Lowell, in the freshness of her morning spirits, 
is, in my opinion, a sight well worth a journey 
from Philadelphia to look upon. Why, she 
laughs all over. You can see it through her 
clothes. The very tips of her toes twinkle for 
joy." And then there is not a chanticleer in my 
numerous flock who can compare with her for 
crowing. She has another grace which! might 
in modesty omit, but I love truth ! She is ex- 

' A year later he wrote, in the anguish of loss, the little 
poem, *'The Changeling," stanzas of which seem to echo 
the happiness in this letter — 

To what can I liken her smiling 

Upon me, her kneeling lover ? 
How it leaped from her lips to her eyelids 

And dimpled her wholly over, 
Till her outstretched hands smiled also. 

And I almost seemed to see 
The very heart of her mother 

Sending sun through her veins to me I 
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modicum of popularity to my abolitionism, 
without incurring at the same time whatever 
odium might be attached to a complete identi- 
fication with a body of heroic men and women, 
whom not to love and admire would prove me 
unworthy of either of those sentiments, and 
whose superiors in all that constitutes true man- 
hood and womanhood I believe never existed. 
There were other considerations which weighed 
heavily with me to decline the office altogether. 
In the first place, I was sure that Mrs. Chapman 
and Garrison greatly overrated my popularity 
and the advantage which it would be to the 
paper to have my name attached to it. I am 
not flattering myself (I have too good an opin- 
ion of myself to do so), but judge from some- 
thing Garrison said to me. It is all nonsense. 
However it may be in that glorious Hereafter 
(towards which no man who is good for anything 
can help casting half an eye), the reputation of 
a poet who has a high idea of his vocation, is 
resolved to be true to that vocation, and hates 
humbug, must be small in his generation. The 
thing matters nothing to me, one way or the 
other, except when it chances to take in those 
whom I respect, as in the present case. I am 
teres atque rotundus^ a microcosm in myself, 
my own author, public, critic, and posterity, 
and care for no other. But we abolitionists 
must get rid of a habit we have fallen into, of 
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affirmingall the geese who come to us from the 
magic circle of Respectability to be swans. I 
said so about Longfellow and I said so about 
myself. What does a man more than his simple 
duty in coming out for the truth ? and if we 
exhaust our epithets of laudation at this stage of 
the business, what shall we do if the man turns 
out to be a real reformer, and does more than 
his duty ? Besides, is it any sacrifice to be in 
the right? Has not being an abolitionist (as 
Emerson says of hell) its " infinite satisfactions " 
as well as those infinili guai th^t Dante tells us 
of? To my mind 

<< All other pleasures are not worth its pains." 

In the next place (turn back a page or two and 
you will find that I have laid down a " firstly "), 
if I have any vocation it is the making of verse. 
When I take my pen for that, the world opens 
itself ungrudgingly before me, everything seems 
clear and easy, as it seems sinking to the bot- 
tom would be as one leans over the edge of his 
boat in one of those clear coves at Fresh Pond. 
But, when I do prose, it is invito Minerva. I 
feel as if I were wasting time and keeping back 
my message. My true place is to serve the 
cause as a poet. Then my heart leaps on before 
me into the conflict. I write to you frankly, as 
becomes one who is to be your fellow-worker. I 
wish you to understand clearly my capabilities, 
that you may not attribute that to lukewarm- 
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ness or indolence which is truly but an obedi- 
ence to my Demon. Thirdly (I believe it is 
thirdly), I have always been a very Quaker in 
following the Light and writing only when the 
spirit moved. This is a tower of strength 
which one must march out of in working for a 
weekly newspaper, and every man owes it to 
himself, so long as he does the duty which he 
sees, to remain here impregnably intrenched. 
Now, it seems to me that we contributors should 
write just enough to allow you this privilege — 
of only writing when the wind sets fair. 

Having stated the poetical conSy I will now 
state the plain pros of the matter. I will help 
you as much as I can and ought. I had rather 
give the cause one good poem than a thousand 
indifferent prose articles. I mean to send all the 
poems I write (on whatever subject) first to the 
"Standard," except such arrows as I may deem 
it better to shoot from the ambushment of the 
" Courier,"' because the old enemy offers me a 
fairer mark from that quarter. I will endeavor 
also to be of service to you in your literary 
selections. 

I have told you what / expect to do. You 
must tell me in return what you expect me to 
do. I agree with you entirely in your notions 
as to the imprint and the initials. The paper 

I The Boston Courier y an independent daily paper, edited 
by Mr. J. T. Buckingham. 
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must seem to be unanimous. Garrison is point- 
blank the other way. But his vocation has not 
been so much to feel the pulse of the public as 
to startle it into a quicker beat, and if we who 
make the paper can't settle it, who shall ? I 
have one or two suggestions to make, but shall 
only hint at them, hoping to see you at Ded- 
ham on the 4th prox^. It seems to me emi- 
nently necessary that there should be an entire 
concert among us, and that, to this end, we 
should meet to exchange thoughts (those of us 
who are hereabout) and to wind each other up. 
We ought to know what each one's "beat " is, 
and what each is going to write. 

Then, too, would it not be well to have a 
" Weekly Pasquil," (I do not call it " Punch," to 
avoid confusion), in which squibs and facetiae of 
one kind or other may be garnered up ? I am 
sure I come across enough comical thoughts in a 
week to make up a good share of any such cor- 
ner, and Briggs and yourself and Quincy could 
help. 

You will find a squib of mine in this week's 
" Courier." ' I wish it to continue anonymous, 
for I wish Slavery to think it has as many ene- 
mies as possible. If I may judge from the num- 

^ The first of ^* The Biglow Papers," beginning. 

Thrash away, you *11 hev to rattle 

On them kittle-drums o' youm, — 
*T ain't a knowin' kind o* cattle 
Thet is ketched with mouldy corn. 
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ber of persons who have asked me if I wrote it, 
I have struck the old hulk of the Public between 
wind and water. I suppose you will copy it, 
and, if so, I wish you would correct a misprint 
or two. Instead of 

To be cuttin* folk's throats, 

it should be ... " folks's " . . . , which you 
see is necessary to the metre. I believe (for I 
have not any copy) that instead of " ring this 
message loudly " it is printed ^^sing** — please 
put in the right letter. Give our best regards 
to your wife, and believe me 

Very truly your friend, 

J. R. Lowell. 
I shall send you a poem next week. 

^0 the Same 

Stockbridge, Berkshire County, Mass., 
August 4, 1 846. 

My dear Gay, — Here I am, quite domesti- 
cated among the mountains, and in the quietest 
little village I was ever in. I suppose Mammon 
is worshipped here also, but it is in an " upper 
chamber," as it were, and merely on holy days. 
He has not here the advantage of a " Sabbatical 
year," which, in the neighborhood of our me- 
tropolis, makes every day in the week equally 
set apart and private for his devotions. 

I am afraid you will begin to think that my 
bowstring snapped in shooting the first arrow, 
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though perhaps the force of the discharge may 
not give warrant for such a supposition. I send 
you some verses, with the understanding that I 
have better ones in store. I think the old pro- 
verb of putting the best foot foremost a fit sub- 
ject for a new chapter in Browne's " Pseudo- 
doxia." 

We intend being in Cambridge again before 
September, and my address still continues to be 
at that ancient city. ^ 

I remain as ever your friend, 

J. R. L. 

To C. F. Briggs 

Elmwood, November 13, 1847. 

My dear Friend, — ... I do not know 
whether it is a common feeling or not, but I can 
never get to consider myself as anything more 
than a boy. My temperament is so youthful 
that whenever I am addressed (I mean by mere 
acquaintances) as if my opinion were worth any- 
thing, I can hardly help laughing. I cannot 
but think to myself with an inward laugh, " My 
good friend, you would be as mad as a hornet 
with me if you knew that I was only a boy of 
twelve behind a bearded vizor." This feeling is 
so strong that I have got into a way of looking 
on the Poet Lowell as an altogether different 
personage from myself, and feel a little offended 
when my friends confound the two. I find my- 
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self very curiously compounded of two utterly 
distinct characters. One half of me is clear mys- 
tic and enthusiast, and the other humorist. If 
I had lived as solitary as a hermit of the The- 
bais, I doubt not that I should have had as au- 
thentic interviews with the Evil One as they, 
and, without any disrespect to the saint, it would 
have taken very little to have made a St. Fran- 
cis of me. Indeed, during that part of my life 
in which I lived nibst alone, I was never a 
single night unvisited by visions, and once I 
thought I had a personal revelation from God 
himself. I can believe perfectly in the sincerity 
of those who are commonly called religious im- 
postors, for, at one time, a meteor could not 
fall, nor lightning flash, that I did not in some 
way connect it with my own interior life and 
destiny. On the other hand, had I mixed more 
with the world than I have, I should probably 
have become a Pantagruelist. 

I am perfectly conscious in myself (I may be 
allowed to say it to you) of finer powers than I 
have ever exercised or perhaps ever shall. The 
better qualities of my humor I have never 
shown except at home, and you would proba- 
bly be astonished to find what an opinion of 
my wit obtains among my own family. This is 
one thing that draws me very strongly towards 
yourself. I think you have a vastly rarer humor- 
ous vein than you have ever put into your writ- 
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ings, and indeed than the majority of readers 
would appreciate. I mean that your power of 
humorous conception at present exceeds your 
artistic skill. I think that you have studied in 
other writers the humorous effect produced, 
rather than the how and the why. In the last 
chapter of " Tom Pepper " ' I think the recipe 
Tom gives his sentimental friend for procuring 
an adventure is in the purest vein of humor. I 
feel that I cannot explain myself. What I wish 
you to study is (as the D. Ds. say of slavery) 
humor in. the abstract. Perhaps I can explain 
what I mean by humor if I say (and I am sure 
you will agree with me in it) that Fielding has 
vastly more conception of humor than Dickens, 
an.d Dickens vastly more observation of humor 
than Fielding. Dickens seems to me for the 
most part to be rather a sketcher of humoristic 
characters (characters in themselves humorous 
and as such noted by him) than himself a hu- 
morist. My idea of the distinction between wit 
and humor is that wit makes others laugh, and 
humor ourselves cry sometimes. Waldo Emer- 
son is an amusing instance of a (somebody has 
just interrupted me with a proof-sheet) man 
who is keenly alive to the incongruousness of 
things^ but has no perception (or little) of ludi- 
crous ideas. I will copy presently a few verses 

' A story by Mr. Briggs, entitled The Trippings of Tom 
Pepper, an Autobiography, 
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from my satire about Ellery Channing, which 
will explain what I mean. 

As for Hosea, I am sorry that I began by 
making him such a detestable speller. There is 
no fun in bad spelling of itself, but only where 
the mis-spelling suggests something else which 
is droll per se. You see I am getting him out 
of it gradually. I mean to altogether. Parson 
Wilbur is about to propose a subscription for 
fitting him for college, and has already com- 
menced his education. Perhaps you like the 
last best because it is more persona.1 and has 
therefore more directness of purpose. But I 
confess I think that Birdofredom's attempt to 
explain the Anglo-Saxon theory is the best thing 
yet, except Parson Wilbur's letter in the " Cou- 
rier " of last Saturday (to-day week). The only 
further use I shall put Hosea to will be to stir up 
" the Legislater" at the next session on the sub- 
ject of allowing women to retain their owii earn- 
ings, etc. 

My satire ' remains just as it was. About six 
hundred lines I think are written. I left it be- 
cause I wished to finish it in one mood of mind, 
and not to get that and my serious poems in 
the new volume entangled. It is a rambling, 
disjointed affair, and I may alter the form of it, 
but if I can get it read I know it will take. I 

I ** A Fable for Critics." 
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intend to give it some serial title and continue 
it at intervals. I think my next volume will sell 
better than my others, for, as you say, Hosea has 
been a kind of advertisement. He, of course, 
has nothing to do with the book. He intends 
publishing a volume of his own before long. . . . 



T*o the Same 

Elmwood, Friday, 31 December, 1847. 

My dear Friend, — I have not time left to say 
much more than Happy New Year ! I have 
been hard at work copying my satire, that I 
might get it (what was finished of it, at least) to 
you by New Year's Day as a present. As it is, 
I can only send the first part. It was all writ- 
ten with one impulse and was the work of not 
a great many hours, but it was written in good 
spirits {con amore^ as Leupp said he used to 
smoke), and therefore seems to me to have a 
hearty and easy swing about it that is pleasant. 
But I was interrupted midway by being obliged 
to get ready the copy for my volume, and I have 
never been able to weld my present mood upon 
the old one without making an ugly swelling at 
the joint. 

I wish you to understand that I make you a 
New Year's gift, not of the manuscript, but of 
the thing itself I wish you to get it printed (if 
you think the sale will warrant it) for your own 



\ 
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benefit. At the same time I am desirous of re- 
taining my copyright in order that, if circum- 
stances render it desirable, I may still possess a 
control over it. Therefore, if you think it would 
repay publishing (/ have no doubt of it, or I 
should not offer it to you) I wish you would 
enter the copyright in your own name, and then 
make a transfer to me in " consideration of," 
etc. 

I am making as particular directions as if I 
were drawing my will, but I have a sort of pre- 
sentiment (which I never had in regard to any- 
thing else) that this little bit of pleasantry will 
take. Perhaps I have said too much of the Cen- 
turion. But it was only the comicality of his 
character that attracted me — for the man him- 
self personally never entered my head. But the 
sketch is clever ? 

I am going to indulge all my fun in a volume 
of H. Biglow's verses which I am preparing, 
and which I shall edit under the character of the 
Rev. Mr. Wilbur. I hope you saw Mr, B.'s 
last production, which I consider his best hith- 
erto. I am going to include in the volume an 
essay of the reverend gentleman on the Yankee 
dialect, and on dialects in general, and on every- 
thing else, and also an attempt at a complete 
natural history of the Humbug — which I think 
I shall write in Latin. The book will purport 
to be published at Jaalam(Mr. B.'s native place). 
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and will be printed on brownish paper with those 
little head and tail-pieces which used to adorn 
our earlier publications — such as hives, scrolls, 
urns, and the like. 

I think my new volume an advance, though 
nothing like what my next will be. My pieces 
hamper me till I get them shut up in a book. 
Then I feel free of them and can do better. 
People are qualifying a rather unwilling recog- 
nition of me by talking of my crudeness and the 
want of polish in my versification. Now, I may 
be a bad poet (I don't mean to say I think that 
I am), but I am a good versifier. I write with 
far more ease in verse than in prose ; I have 
studied the subject, and I understand it from be- 
ginning to end. There is not a rough verse in 
my book that is n't intentional, and if my critics' 
ears were as good as they are long, they 'd per- 
ceive it. I don't believe the man ever lived who 
put more conscience into his verses than I do. 
Good-bye. I want your opinion on what I have 
sent immediately. ... I 



T(j? the Same 

Elm WOOD, Monday, February i, 1848. 

My dear Friend, — ... Of course I am per- 
fectly willing that you should use my name to 
the publisher. I could not help laughing as I 
read your proposed disposition of the expected 
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finances. To look at you in the character of 
Alnaschar was something so novel as to be quite 
captivating to my imagination. Not that I have 
any fear that you will kick over the basket, but 
I am afraid the contents will hardly be so 
attractive to the public as to allow proceeds of 
the sale to be divided into three. It is really 
quite a triumph to be able to laugh at my prac- 
tical friend. However, I will not impoverish 
your future, but will let you enjoy it as long as 
it lasts. 

A visitor has just come in, and I must say 
what I have to say quickly. I have now, in ad- 
dition to what I sent you, and exclusive of Emer- 
son, etc., about a hundred lines written, chiefly 
about Willis and Longfellow. But, in your ar- 
rangements with the printer, you must reckon 
on allowing me at least a month. I cannot write 
unless in the mood, and I am taken up now 
with my review (it is on Browning), which I have 
to weigh well (in the critical part) and which I 
do not wish to be duller than its predecessors. 
Bowen ' seems to regard me as the wit of his 
" Review," and I must keep up my character 
if I die for it. 

The new poem * I spoke of is a sort of a story, 
and more likely to be popular than what I write 

' Professor Francis Bowen, then editor of the North Ameri- 
can Review. 

* **Sir Launfal." 
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generally. Maria thinks very highly of it. I 
shall probably publish it by itself next summer. 
. . . Best love to Page. Thank you for your 
combined broadside. I love to have the kinder 
notices of me appear in such out-of-the-way 
places. It is the true way to begin at the bot- 
tom. I shall work up into the stupid quarterlies 
in good time. I liked the notice very much, 
but you know that I knew before what you 
two thought about me. I will try to deserve it 
all one of these days. 

Most affectionately your friend, 

J. R. L. 



To Sydney H. Gay 

Elmwood, 1848. 
... I, for one, came into the anti-slavery 
ranks after the chief burthen and heat of the day 
were over, and I would always bear in mind 
that excellent saying of old Fuller, that "there 
is more required to make one valiant than to 
call Cranmer and Jewell coward," as if the fire 
in Smithfield had been no hotter than what is 
painted in the Book of Martyrs. There is in this 
the unerring wisdom of a kind heart. Yet I 
would qualify it with another of the same au- 
thor. " One may be a lamb in private wrongs, 
but in hearing general affronts to goodness, they 
are asses which are not lions." . . . 
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To C. F. Briggs 

Elmwood^ March 26, 1848. 

My dear Friend, — . . . Now about the 
" Fable." Since I sent you the first half, I have 
written something about Willis and about Long- 
fellow — and I am waiting for pleasanter weather 
in order to finish it. I want to get my windows 
open and to write in the fresh air. I ought not 
to have sent you any part of it till I had finished 
it entirely. I feel a sense of responsibility which 
hinders my pen from running along as it ought 
in such a theme. I wish the last half to be as 
jolly and unconstrained as the first. If you had 
not praised what I sent you, I dare say you 
would have had the whole of it ere this. Praise 
is the only thing that can make me feel any 
doubt of myself. Those poor fellows who pro- 
voke you so by attacking me in the magazines 
are throwing away their time. They go the 
wrong way to work. Let them applaud, and it 
might keep me silent for a time. Saint Austin 
(or some other saint as good as he, I dare 
say) says, Laudari a bonis timeo^ a malts de- 
testoVy and there is more sense in the remark 
than one would have expected from any of the 
Fathers. 

Meanwhile I have not been whollvidle. You 
will find an article of mine on Browning in the 
next " North American," in which there will be 
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some things to make you laugh. The notice of 
Tennyson's "Princess" in the last " Massachu- 
setts Quarterly *' was mine. I expect to write 
an article on the " Conditions and Prospects of 
American Poetry " in the July " N. A. R.," and 
the Quarterly editors are anxious to have me 
give them something about W. S. Landor for 
their June number. 

1 have also engaged to write an article a week 
for the " Anti-Slavery Standard " for one year, 
and they are to pay me $500. I did not like to 
take pay for anti-slavery work, but as my aboli- 
tionism has cut me off from the most profitable 
sources of my literary emolument, as the offer 
was unsolicited on my part, and as I wanted the 
money, I thought I had a right to take it. I 
have spent more than my income every year 
since I have been married, and that only for 
necessities. If I can once get clear, I think I 
can keep so. I do not agree with the abolition- 
ists in their disunion and non-voting theories. 
They treat ideas as ignorant persons do cherries. 
They think them unwholesome unless they are 
swallowed stones and all. Garrison is so used 
to standing alone that, like Daniel Bodne, he 
moves away as the world creeps up to him, and 
goes farther into the wilderness. He considers 
every step a step forward, though it be over the 
edge of a precipice. But, with all his faults 
(and they are the faults of his position), he is a 
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great and extraordinary man. His work may be 
over, but it has been a great work. Posterity 
will forget his hard words, and remember his 
hard work. I look upon him already as an his- 
torical personage, as one who is in his niche. 
You say it is a merit of Theodore Parker's let- 
ter that there is no " Garrisonism " in it. Why, 
it is full of Garrisonism from one end to the 
other. But for Garrison's seventeen years' toil, 
the book had never been written. I love you 
(and love includes respect) ; I respect Garrison 
(respect does not include love). There never 
has been a leader of Reform who was not also 
a blackguard. Remember that Garrison was so 
long in a position where he alone was right and 
all the world wrong, that such a position has cre- 
ated in him a habit of mind which may remain, 
though circumstances have wholly changed. In- 
deed, a mind of that cast is essential to a Re- 
former. Luther was as infallible as any man that 
ever held St. Peter's keys. For the very reason 
that Garrison has done an injustice to you, I will 
not have you do one to him, because I love 
you. I have not read Garrison's article about 
the Hewitts. But Sydney told me of it, and 
showed me your letter — which made me laugh. 
You shall hear from me about it in another 
way. 

Now, I will tell you the three objects I had 
in writing my article in the next "North Ameri- 
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can Review." First, I wished to say something 
about criticism ; second, to do Browning a ser- 
vice ; and third, to see you and Page. You do 
not see how this last has anything to do with it ? 
Well, I shall get twenty odd dollars for the arti- 
cle on All-fools-day. This I shall set apart to 
pay the expenses of a visit to New York, which 
I shall set out upon as soon as I have finished 
the " Fable.'* I shall write to you so that you 
can have it printed, and I can read the proof- 
sheets when I come. As to your plan for divid- 
ing the profits, I will have nothing to do with 
it. I wish they might be a thousand dollars 
with all my heart, but I do not think that they 
will, be more than enough to buy something for 
my little niece there in New York. If I had 
not thought it the only poem I ever wrote on 
which there was like to be some immediate profit, 
I should never have given it to you at all. In 
making it a present to you, I was giving myself 
a douceur^ and the greater the sale, the larger 
the bribe to myself. A part of the condition is 
that if it make a loss — I pay it. If this be not 
agreed to, the bargain is null, and I never will 
finish it. So no more about that, and do not 
think of me ever as J. R. L. the author, but 
simply as J. R. L. that loves you. I will have 
two or three quiet nooks into which I can re- 
treat from the pursuit of my own title-pages. 
Let me be just the plain man to you, and forget 
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that I ever took pen in hand except to write you 
a stupid letter. You are a great deal better than 
anything you write, and Page than anything he 
paints, and I always think of you without your 
pen, and of him without his brushes. If I did 
not think that I were better than my books, I 
should never dream of writing another. But I 
do dream of writing many, and such, too, as shall 
more fully express the real and whole me, and 
better justify the opinions of those who know 
me. You are a funny fellow, and I know you 
laugh at me sometimes, but you may laugh all 
day long if you will love me at the same time. 
It is an advantage to friendship that the friends 
should be as far apart as we are. The two minds 
cannot then rub together till they are smooth 
and can cling no longer except by atmospheric 
pressure from without — if that be what makes 
two smooth surfaces (plane, I mean) adhere. 

Now that I have let you into the secret of 
the " Fable," before it was finished, I hope you 
will write* and give me a spur. I suppose you 
did not wish to say anything about it after it 
became yours. But I wish to be dunned. Tell 
me whether its being published at any particu- 
lar time will make any difference, etc., etc., and 
make any suggestions. I think I shall say no- 
thing* about Margaret Fuller (though she offer 
so fair a target), because she has done me an 
ill-natured turn. I shall revenge myself amply 
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upon her by writing better. She is a very fool- 
ish, conceited woman, who has got together a 
great deal of information, but not enough know- 
ledge to save her from being ill-tempered. How- 
ever, the temptation may be too strong for me. 
It certainly would have been if she had never 
said anything about me. Even Maria thinks I 
ought to give her a line or two. 

Well, I only meant to say salve et vale I but 
here I am at the end of my fourth page. For- 
give me this once more, and remember me al- 
ways as your loving friend. 

J. R. L. 

I need send no love to W.. P. 



To Sydney H. Gay 

Elmwood, z'jth April, 1848. 

My dear Sydney, — I send you something of 
my friend Hosea,' which I have copied rather 
hastily from his somewhat obscure chirography. 
There was a note of his accompanying it which 
I have not time to copy. I will send it to-mor- 
row. . . . You can take your choice between 
this and the other. Both will keep a week, I 
think. The other's the best, this the most tak- 
ing. It is not so humorous as some of Hosea's 
productions, but it is by far the wittiest. 
Whichever you take for this week, the other 

« " The Pious Editor's Creed." 
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must be delayed a fortnight, as I should rather 
have a prose article next. I may send some 
more stanzas when I send Hosea's introductory 
note. 

Yours, 

J. R. L. 
Take care of pr^^ying and praying in fifth 
stanza. 

To the Same 

Elm WOOD, Friday, May 5, 1848. 

. . . Your beautiful specimen of engraving' 
came safely and satisfactorily to hand. Nothing 
could have been more opportune. I had just 
sent the last money I had in the world to Fran- 
cis Jackson for the defence of the captives at 
Washington. I had three cents left. Seldom 
has the Pierian Spring afforded a more refresh- 
ing draft. 

I have contrived to whittle out something this 
morning for you in time for the mail, though 
my head is so full of the Washington fugitives 
that I can hardly think of anything else, but so 
full that I cannot write about them with any 
satisfaction. You will see that Hosea has ex- 
pressed some sentiments on the occasion in the 
" Courier."'* Had I thought of writing it soon 
enough I should have sent it to you. But it 

' A bank-note or banker's draft. 

« "The Debate in the Sennit, sot to a Nusry Rhyme." 
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would not have kept so well for a fortnight. 
The one I sent you is better, though not so 
well adapted to the ears of the groundHngs. 

I am as glad as you are to be one in advance, 
and shall try to keep so. I shall probably send 
a poem next week. . . . 



To C. F. Briggs 

Elmwood, May 12, 1848. 

My dear Friend, — . . . Here I am in my gar- 
ret. I slept here when I was a little curly-headed 
boy, and used to see visions between me and the 
ceiling, and dream the so often recurring dream 
of having the earth put into my hand like an 
orange. In it I used to be shut up without a 
lamp — my mother saying that none of her chil- 
dren should be afraid of the dark — to hide my 
head under the pillows, and then not be able to 
shut out the shapeless monsters that thronged 
around me, minted in my brain. It is a plea- 
sant room, facing, from the position of the house, 
almost equally towards the morning and the 
afternoon. In winter I can see the sunset, in 
summer I can see it only as it lights up the tall 
trunks of the English elms in front of the house, 
making them sometimes, when the sky behind 
them is lead-colored, seem of the most brilliant 
yellow. When the sun, towards setting, breaks 
out suddenly after a thunder-shower and I see 
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them against an almost black sky, they have 
seemed of a most peculiar and dazzling green 
tint, like the rust on copper. In winter my view 
is a wide one, taking in a part of Boston. I can 
see one long curve of the Charles, and the wide 
fields between me and Cambridge, and the flat 
marshes beyond the river, smooth and silent with 
glittering snow. As the spring advances and one 
after another of our trees puts forth, the land- 
scape is cut off from me piece by piece, till, by 
the end of May, I am closeted in a cool and 
rustling privacy of leaves. Then I begin to bud 
with the season. Towards the close of winter I 
become thoroughly wearied of closed windows 
and fires. I feel dammed up, and yet there is 
not flow enough in me to gather any head of 
water. When I can sit at my open window and 
my friendly leaves hold their hands before my 
eyes to prevent their wandering to the landscape, 
I can sit down and write. 

I have begun upon the " Fable " again fairly, 
and am making some headway. I think with 
what I sent you (which I believe was about 500 
lines) it will make something over a thousand. 
I have done, since I sent the first half, Willis, 
Longfellow, Bryant, Miss Fuller, and Mrs. 
Child. In Longfellow's case I have attempted 
no characterization. The same (in a degree) 
may be said of S. M. F. With her I have been 
perfectly good-humored, but I have a fancy 



1848] TO C. F. BRIGGS 181 

that what I say will stick uncomfortably. It 
will make you laugh. So will L. M. C. After 
S. M. F. I make a short digression on bores in 
general, which has some drollery in it. Willis I 
think good. Bryant is funny, and as fair as I 
could make it, immitigably just. Indeed I have 
endeavored to be so in all. I am glad I did Bry- 
ant before I got your letter. The only verses I 
shall add regarding him are some complimen- 
tary ones, which I left for a happier mood after 
I had written the comic part. / steal from him 
indeed ! If he knew me he would not say so. 
When I steal I shall go to a specie-vault, not 
to a till. Does he think that he invented the Past 
and has a prescription title to it ? ' Do not think 
I am provoked. I am simply amused. If he 
had riled me, I might have knocked him into a 
cocked hat in my satire. But that, on second 
thought, would be no revenge, for it might make 
him President, a cocked hat being now the chief 
qualification. It would be more severe to knock 
him into the middle of next week, as that is in 
the future, and he has such a partiality towards 
the past. However, enough of him. My next 
volume will be enough revenge, for it will be 
better than my last. . . . 

I like a great many of your architectural no- 
tions extremely. They are characterized by that 

» Bryant had written a poem with the same title as Lowell's, 
'«To the Past." 
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sound sense which, whatever people may prate 
of inspiration and what not, built the cathedrals 
and whatever noble buildings we have. But I 
think you have an unfounded prejudice against 
the Gothic. You think it absurd to bring back 
the architecture of a " Barbarous Age," as you 
call it. The age which produced those buildings 
was not barbarous. That which produces Trinity 
Church " iSy because it is an abortion, because 
the conception of the edifice was never clear in 
the mind of the builder. The Gothic style is 
just as fit for a church (meeting-house) as ever ; 
the difliculty is that The Church has shrunk so 
as not to fill her ancient idea. Gothic church- 
buildings are dark because they are no longer 
irradiated with the faith and piety which for- 
merly lighted them up like Alloway Kirk. We 
shall never have a new architecture. The inven- 
tion of printing destroyed the last hope of it. 
Formerly a great Imagination strove to make 
itself durable in stone and mortar. Now it builds 
a securer monument with types and paper. 
Shakespeare might have invented a new order 
of architecture had he lived in the Middle Ages. 
Coming later, as he did, he invented a new order 
of poetry — for, let the mousers trace all the 
resemblances they will, it is entirely new in its 
idea. Building is the play of a younger and less 
self-conscious age. It is children who play with 

I In New York. 
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blocks and make card-houses. You are doubt- 
less right when you say (as I have heard you) 
t\i^X. fitness for its use is the test of a good build- 
ing. That is, you are partly right. Fitness is a 
good thing, and, were buildings underground, 
would be the only thing. But a good building 
appeals not only to the sense of constructive- 
nessy it should in some sort depend for its effect 
on its capability of satisfying all the qualities 
of the mind — or all the artistic ones, at least. 
Should Page draw his Ruth in simple outline, 
it would express his idea, but not all his idea 
nor all sides of it. He wishes also to delight the 
sense of color, of arrangement, etc. It seems to 
me that one leading fault of our architecture, 
as in that of new countries everywhere, is want 
of proportion. But we of necessity build so 
much and our people learn so quickly, that I 
cannot help looking for good architecture here, 
though I despair of new. I think that many of 
the granite warehouses in Boston (the ones lately 
built) are fine buildings. But there is an offen- 
sive parsimony in the use of ornament. For 
example, they put sometimes a hood (or what- 
ever you call it) over the top of a window with 
no corresponding projection below, giving the 
effect of a person with a projecting upper jaw. 
Then, for the sake of your idol of fitness {light 
being the chief requisite where the basement 
story consists of shops), they support a heavy 
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superstructure on slender iron pillars, and in 
this way produce buildings which I expect to 
tumble on me whenever I pass them. While our 
church-buildings are poor and jejune because 
our Church is dead, our ships, our railroad sta- 
tions, and our shops are our best specimens of 
architecture because commerce, trade, and stocks 
are our religion. These are the temples we erect 
to Mammon, our God. 

The next time you write will you give me 
the last line of that part of the " Fable '* I sent 
you, and let it be soon? I wish to begin to 
copy the additions. The sooner you let me 
know, the sooner you will get the rest — so 
there is a bribe for you to write. . . . 

I fear you will not find much to please you 
in my contributions to the " Standard." It is not 
the place for me. It fags me to deal with par- 
ticulars. The tendency of my mind is too re- 
flective. I can interest myself in general ideas 
(such as include the particulars), but weary of 
their application to the present. The poems I 
send you will like. And yesterday I sent Syd- 
ney an imaginary conversation which I would 
have you read.' However, I have hardly got 
warm in the saddle yet, and, at any rate, I do 
not feel uncomfortable, for I told them frankly 
beforehand that I thought they made a mistake 

« "An Imaginary Conversation," in which the speakers 
were Mr. Calhoun, Mr. Foote, and General Cass. 
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in engaging me. I do not know how I should 
have got through the year without the salary, 
though. I am afraid to sell the land we own, 
for fear I should in some way lose the pro- 
ceeds, and it produces a very small income. One 
of my tenants I have just let off from his lease, 
because he thought he could do better with less 
land. This takes off about a sixth of my in- 
come. Another has not yet paid me a cent, 
and I cannot ask him for it, since it seems to 
me that the man who tills the land and makes 
it useful has a better right to it than he who has 
merely inherited it. But with my " Standard " 
salary I shall be rich, after I have paid a note 
which I gave for the stereotype plates of my 
last volume, and which will be due on the third 
of June. This will prevent my coming on till 
after that time, as I shall want every cent of 
money due me till then to pay it with. I hope 
to finish the "Fable " next week. 

Your dear friend, J. R. L. 

To Sydney H. Gay 

Elmwood, May 12, 1848. 

My dear Sydney, — I send this week an im- 
mense deal of pork for a shilling. I suppose you 
will not have room for it next week, as the An- 
nual Meeting will fill your paper. The note to 
yourself I wish you would insert in your Cor- 
respondence Department, when you find room. 
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As usual, I have just saved the mail, and 
have no time to say anything. I cannot come 
on till after the first week in June, as I have a 
note to pay on the fourth (for stereotyping my 
poems). Your remittance at the end of this 
month will oblige me as much as it did before. 
Without it, I shall have to borrow money. 
But perhaps your Congress have not ratified 
the doings of the Committee, and have turned 
me out ? You will see by this week's grist that 
I have just got the hang of the treadmill. 

Affectionately yours, 

J. R. L. 

To the Same 

Elmwood^ May 19, 1848. 

I send you another Hosea. I am rather 
stupid this morning, and don't know whether 
it 's the thing or not. It 's everlasting hot to- 
day. Don't print it at any rate till after the 
" Conversation." 

I have not seen this week's " Standard," and 
do not know what you have printed. 

I shall (if I am well) be in New York the 
first or second week in June to a certainty, 
and then we can talk matters over. 

Tell Briggs I have finished John Neal, Haw- 
thorne, Cooper, myself y and something more, 
and that there will not be more than twelve 
hundred lines. . . • 
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To the Same 

Elmwood, June 8, 1848. 

My dear Sydney, — The draft came just in 
time. I got it on the second and the note was 
due on the third. 

I send something which you can either put 
in without any title or call it " Freedom," just 
as you please. There is something in it which 
I like. 

Never before could I have thought that New 
York would have appeared to me in the light 
of a Fortunate Island. But it seems to recede 
before me. I thought to see you this week — 
but cannot come yet. I cannot come without 
any money, and leave my wife with 62J cents; 
such being the budget brought in by my sec- 
retary of the treasury this week. Tell Briggs 
that his ticket came safely, and that I am thank- 
ful therefor. I am expecting some money daily 
— I always am — I always have been, and yet 
have never been fairly out of debt since I en- 
tered college. But Providence will certainly 
turn an eye my way soon, and then I shall get 
to New York and see you all. 

You never have made a single criticism yet. 
Not that I should not row you up — but then 
I might profit by them after that. I mean, you 
never have told me whether I send what the 
paper wants. Good-by, H. Wilbur. 
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To the Same 

Elmwood^ June 29, 1848. 

... I send you something this week which 
has the benefit of my own approbation, as you 
will perceive by my having for the first time 
subjoined my initials.' Perhaps I give it too 
much credit. It is just written, and I am not 
far enough oflF from it yet to get a proper view. 
Don't let 'em print " a cross " across in the last 
verse. . . . 

To C. F. Briggs 

Elmwood^ August 22, 1848. 

... At length you have the whole [of "A 
Fable for Critics " ] — that is, I hope so, for 
I have not heard yet whether you have found 
the first part or not. Let me know soon, and 
also whether I shall have a proof soon. . . . 

I hope that while the " Fable " is going 
through the press you will make frankly every 
suggestion and criticism that occurs to you — 
and be as minute as you please. . . . 

I cannot tell you now what a truly happy 
time I had in New York, only it was quite too 
short. ... 

The poem ** To Lamartine.** 
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To Sydney H. Gay 

Elm WOOD, September 2, 1848. 

. . . We are all well, and I am as busv as I 
can be with Mr. Biglow's poems, of which I 
have got between twenty and thirty pages al- 
ready printed. It is the hardest book to print 
that ever I had anything to do with, and, 
what with corrections and Mr. Wilbur's anno- 
tations, keeps me more employed than I care 
to be. 



• • • 



To C. F. Briggs 

Elm WOOD, Sunday, September 3, 1848. 

My dear Friend, — . . * For your other gift, 
of " Keats's Life," I have other thanks to offer. 
It is a book that I have long desired to see. 
Indeed, I once meditated the raising of such a 
monument to him myself (it was in 1840), and, 
I think, had even gone so far as to write a letter 
to his brother George — which I never sent. 
Keats was a rare and great genius. He had, I 
think, the finest and richest fancy that has been 
seen since Shakespeare. And his imagination 
gave promise of an equal development. Ought 
we to sorrow for his early death, or to be glad 
that we have in his works an eternal dawn of 
poesy, as in Shakespeare we have early morning 
and full day? Forever and forever shall we be 
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able to bathe our temples in the cool dew which 
hangs upon his verse. 

I love above all other reading the early letters 
of men of genius. In that struggling, hoping, 
confident time the world has not slipped in with 
its odious consciousness, its vulgar claim of con- 
fidantship, between them and their inspiration. 
In reading these letters I can recall my former 
self, full of an aspiration which had not learned 
how hard the hills of life are to climb, but 
thought rather to alight down upon them from 
its winged vantage-ground. Whose fulfilment 
has ever come nigh the glorious greatness of 
his yet never-balked youth ? As we grow older, 
art becomes to us a definite faculty, instead of 
a boundless sense of power. Then we felt the 
wings burst from our shoulders ; they were a 
gift and a triumph, and a bare flutter from twig 
to twig seemed aquiline to us ; but now our 
vans, though broader grown and stronger, are 
matters of every day. We may reach our Pro- 
mised Land ; but it is far behind us in the Wilder- 
ness, in the early time of struggle, that we have 
left our Sinais and our personal talk with God 
in the bush. I think it fortunate to have dear 
friends far away. For not only does absence 
have something of the sanctifying privilege of 
death, but we dare speak in the little closet of a 
letter what we should not have the face to at 
the corner of the street, and the more of our 
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confidence we give to another, the more are we 
ourselves enlarged. It is good also, on another 
account, to pour ourselves out, for it gives room 
for other thoughts to be poured in. The mind 
and the heart must have this outlet or they 
would stagnate. 

Something which I have said about " Keats's 
Life " reminds me of some verses which I \^ote 
in 1839, and which I saved from a pretty gen- 
eral incremation of old lumber a few weeks ago. 
You will like to read them. 

Sometimes the simplest word. 

Though often heard 

And heeded not. 

The shadow of a bird 

Flashing across a sunny spot, 

A breath of air, 

A bullock's low, 

A smell of flowers. 

Hath power to call from everywhere 

The spirits of forgotten hours ; 

Hours when the heart was fresh and young. 

When every string in freedom rung. 

Ere life had shed one leaf of green. 

And the cold earth had come between 

The spirit and its right. 

Blotting with a dull eclipse 

The heavenly light 

That gave a glory to the sight 

And words of wonder to the sinless lips. 

• ••••• 

O glorious power ! 
O daily second birth ! 
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Who the most lowly wayside flower 

Canst clothe with might to make anew our earth. 

And by a pebble small 

Canst give us back our childhood's dower. 

Break custom's. freezing thrall. 

And to the wilted soul its lusty spring recall. 

Here my balloon comes plump against terra 
firnm again, and I am dragged about among 
squash and potato vines and other such prosaic 
commodities — for I am reminded of the proof- 
sheets you sent me. I wish to keep them two 
or three days, and will leave all I have to say till 
I send them back. I only got them yesterday 
evening. 

I am much overrun with proofs, as Bishop 
Hatto was with rats, and sometimes feel almost 
inclined to swear that I will never write anything 
again. I made such a resolve at the beginning 
of the summer, and here I am correcting the 
press for an anonymous satirist and for Mr. 
Hosea Biglow (no easy task to perform pro- 
perly), and writing notes which I have no ques- 
tion that unscrupulous priest, Parson Wilbur, 
will palm upon the public for his own. Besides 
this I expect to print that other little narrative 
poem of " Sir LaunfaJ,'' of which I spoke, and 
of which Page shall have his copy as soon as I 
have time. . . . 

Your loving friend, 

J. R. L. 



1848] TO SYDNEY H. GAY 193 

To Sydney H. Gay 

Elmwood, September, 1848. 

My dear Sydney, — I suppose your readers 
will like a poem by way of variety — although I 
feel as if I were cheating you because it will not 
fill up so well as a proser would. The truth Js, 
that I am so wearied out with Mr. Biglow and 
his tiresome (though wholly respectable) friend 
Mr. Wilbur, that I was obliged to " search my 
coffers round " for some sort of a tub to throw 
to you. This having to do with printers is dread- 
ful business. There was a Mr.. Melville who, 
I believe, .enjoyed it, but, for my part, I am 
heartily sick of Typee. 

When I get through with this job I shall de- 
vote more time to the " Standard." The truth is 
that our position is so purely destructive that one 
must look at everything from a point of criticism 
which is wearisome. However, I warned you 
beforehand that I should not be worth my salt, 
and stipulated that the Society should be free 
to dismiss me whenever they got tired of me. 
It has been a good thing for me, for it has 
enabled me to get out of debt. I have got now 
money enough in the bank to pay my taxes, 
and five dollars in my pocket. Croesus was no 
richer. ... 

Aflfectionately your friend, 

J. R. L. 
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To the Same 

Elmwood, Saturday, October, 1848. 

My dear Sydney, — In future I will go into 
the " Standard " with my coat off. I expect to be 
free of Hosea in two days more. I should have 
sent this yesterday, but it was not written, and 
I was working like a dog all day, preparing a 
glossary and an index^ If I ever make another 
glossary or index — ! . . . 

To C. F. Briggs 

Elmwood, Wednesday, October^, 1848. 

My dear Friend, — If it be not too late, strike 
out these four verses in " Miranda " : 

There is one thing she owns in her own private right. 
It is native and genuine — namely her spite ; 
When she acts as a censor, she privately blows 
A censer of vanity 'neath her own nose. 

Also, if the note on pronunciation of Cowper's 
name be printed as prose, see that the rest are 
done in the same manner. I have not meddled 
with them in the proof, because I did not know 
about the other. 

I send half the proof to-day — t' other to- 
morrow with Irving and Judd. I am druv like 
all possessed. I am keeping up with the printers 
with Wilbur's notes, glossary, index, and intro- 

' To "The Biglow Papers." 
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duction. I have two sets of hands to satiate — 
one on the body of book, one on the extremi- 
ties. I wish to see title-page and preface. . . . 
More to-morrow. Ever yours, 

J. R. L. 

To Sydney H. Gay 

Elmwood, Saturday, November, 1848. 

• . . Hosea is done with and will soon be out. 
It made fifty pages more than I expected and 
so took longer. I never found it so hard to 
write my quota for the " Standard." I wish to 
loaf. ... 

To the Same 

November 10, 1848. 

... I shall send you a copy of Hosea in 
next week's " Liberator *' bundle. It will be out, 
I suppose, to-day. So we are going to have Tay- 
lor' after all. Tell Briggs that I had not so 
much faith in the brutality of the people as he 
had. I suppose we shall have another cursed 
Missouri Compromise. . . . 

To the Same 

November 25, 1848. 

. . . The first edition of Hosea is nearly ex- 
hausted already, and " Sir Launfal " is printed, 
and will be out in a week or so. . . . 

» General Zachary Taylor, nominated for the presidency. 
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To the Same 

Friday Morning, December i, 1848. 

. . . Last night, just as I was sitting down 
(after the labors of Thanksgiving) to write my 
weekly allowance, a fire broke out in Cambridge 
and drew me down to the village, where I stayed 
till I saw the last of Willard's huge stables. I 
thought, as I came home between eleven and 
twelve, that I should be behindhand again this 
week ; but this morning grace has been granted 
me to write the foregoing parable ' in just two 
hours, and I have saved my bacon. . . . 

To the Same 

Elmwood, December 20, 1848. 

My dear Sydney, — I intended, when I sent 
my last quota^ to write to you next day ; but 
one of the many lions which haunt letter-writ- 
ers got in my path, and the fulfilment of my de- 
sign has been put off till to-day, when all that 
I had to say has pretty much evaporated. 

I was amazingly tickled with your letter. As 
Wendell Holmes said to me about the " Big- 
low Papers," "it made me wriggle all over." 
If it could only be printed in the " Standard," 
it would be universally hailed as the best thing 
that ever was in it. . . . 



« The poem entitled "A Parable," which begins, <* Said 
Christ our Lord, * I will go and see. 



> >> 
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I told you and the Executive Committee 
honestly before I began that they were setting 
me about a business for which I was not fitted. 
I feel as if the whole of them were looking over 
my shoulder whenever I sit down to write, and 
it quite paralyzes me. Here they are, like so 
many Californian immigrants, raking and sifting 
and pickaxing and hoeing and shovelling and 
dredging and scratching (and, I fear, damning) 
my brains, and getting nothing but iron pyrites 
after all. The first Horsford ' that tests me will 
find me out, and the game will be up. Only when 
I send you a poem I feel as if I were making 
some sort of restitution, I have sent you some 
of which neither you nor I need be ashamed. 
I am afraid to think of what I gave them for the 
" Liberty Bell." I half-parodied it to myself as I 
went along, of which the following is a sufficient 
specimen, and will make you laugh when you 
see the original : 

** By God's just judgment I am damned ! " 

With a loud' voice he cried. 
And then his coffin -lid he slammed. 

And bolted it inside. 

As for your articles being fathered upon me, 
I am glad to hear it, and, if we ever quarrel, 
I shall hope that you will keep forgetting to 
put my initials after mine. Your notice of the 
" Biglow Papers " was the best one they have 

» Professor of chemistry. 
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had. More than that, however, it was good in 
itself. It was rather a ticklish job to notice them 
at all, and something like stroking a hedgehog, 
after I had fenced them round so with prelim- 
inary notices. As a general thing (I must con- 
fess) the notices have not been favorable. But 
I am quite satisfied with seeing the feathers fly. 
The first edition (1500) were all gone in a week 
— so that the book was actually out of print 
before a second edition could be struck oflF from 
the plates. If the relative positions of author 
and publisher were established on a proper foot- 
ing, I ought to have cleared at least I400 by 
these two editions. As it is, I shall make I250, 
from which something like $100 will be de- 
ducted to pay for my stereotype plates. This, 
however, will also cover the printing of " Sir 
Launfal," which was published Monday. (Don't 
think from the staggering look of my handwrit- 
ing that I have taken to eating opium. I strike 
out three hundred strokes with a pair of 24-lb. 
dumb-bells every morning and evening, and my 
hand generally trembles for an hour or two 
after.) 

Your notice of the " Fable " was the best one 
I have seen. I believe there are not above half 
a dozen persons who know how good it is, and 
you and I make two out of these six. I think 
I shall write something yet that will make us 
laugh. As for the " Fable," I speak of it as 
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it appeared to me when it was first written. It 
seems bald and poor enough now, the Lord 
knows. But Briggs must give you a copy of 
the second edition, in which the atrocious mis- 
prints of the other "will be corrected, and to 
which I have prefixed a new preface. 

... By all means bring your boy up a non- 
resistant, my dear Sydney, if you wish to retain 
any authority over him. Teach him to heap 
coals of fire on your head by passive obedience, 
and get him early accustomed to the birch. Cut 
down all the ailanthi and plant birch trees. It 
will pay in the end. The ailanthus is brittle and 
of no practical efficacy. Depend upon it, chil- 
dren have gone so far in this generation that 
they will be breeching their fathers in the next, 
unless vigorous and early measures be taken. 

Aflfectionately yours, 

J. R. L. 

To the Same 

December 22, 1848. 

... I send something this week rather alien 
(in appearance) to your denouncing and exco- 
riating columns, but which has, nevertheless, its 
appropriateness. -Console yourself that it has 
found out something new to abuse, and be thank- 
ful that the circle of philanthropy is enlarging. 
Next week I expect to send verses. 

I shall send you " Sir Launfal " in a day or 
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two. I could not get copies enough yesterday. 
To-day our first winter has set in with a tre- 
mendous northeasterly snow-storm. It is Fore- 
fathers' Day, you remember. 

To the Same 

Elmwood, Saturday Morning, 

... I open my letter to send you the en- 
closed article which I wrote " whether or no," 
thinking you might be short of copy. If I find 
the package does n't weigh too much, I shall 
enclose also two articles from the "Daily News," 
in which I have corrected a misprint or two. I 
wish you to be neighborly and let me know 
what you are most in want of, and I will supply 
it if possible. . . . 

ro C. F. Briggs 

Friday Mornings December, 1848. 

My dear Friend, — Last night . . . I walked 
to Watertown over the snow with the new moon 
before me and a sky exactly like that in Page's 
evening landscape. Orion was rising behind me, 
and, as I stood on the hill just before you enter 
the village, the stillness of the fields around me 
was delicious, broken only by the tinkle of a 
little brook which runs too swiftly for Frost to 
catch it. My picture of the brook in " Sir Laun- 
fal " was drawn from it. But why do I send you 
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this description — like the bones of a chicken I 
had picked ? Simply because I was so happy as 
I stood there, and felt so sure of doing some- 
thing that would justify my friends. But why 
do I not say that I have done something? I 
believe that I have done better than the world 
knows yet, but the past seems so little compared 
with the future. ... I am the first poet who 
has endeavored to express the American Idea, 
and I shall be popular by and by. Only I 
suppose I must be dead first. But I do not 
want anything more than I have. Never had 
poet better friends, and never poet loved them 
better. . . . 

If you ever see Bartlett, the Americanisms 
man, I wish you would tell him that I made 
a good many notes in reading his book, which 
shall be at his service for a second edition if 
he likes. I know Yankee^ if I know nothing 
else. 

I shall write you a letter next week. 

God bless you, 

J. R. L. 

To Sydney H. Gay 

Friday y January 5, 1849. 

. . . Don't you like the poem' I sent you 
last week ? I was inclined to think pretty well 
of it, but I have not seen it in print yet. The 

1 «' Beaver Brook." 
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little mill stands in a valley between one of the 
spurs of Wellington Hill and the main summit, 
just on the edge of Waltham. It is surely one 
of the loveliest spots in the world. It is one of 
my lions, and if you will make me a visit this 
spring I will take you up to hear it roar, and I 
will show you " the oaks " — the largest, I fancy, 
left in the country. . . . 



To the Same 

Elmwood, February 26, 1849. • 

... It was not because I had taken a miff 
that I did not subjoin any private communica- 
tion to the last few weekly sheets for the " Stand- 
ard," but simply because I had just time to save 
the mail, which closes at the inconvenient hour 
of I o'clock. My own house has too many vit- 
reous points about it to allow me to think of 
throwing any stones. 

If ever letter deserved the name of provi- 
dential raven it was your last. Not for its black- 
ness, nor for any the least unpleasantness in its 
note, but for the supply it brought to a famish- 
ing man. Though I am now a middle-aged man, 
having accomplished my thirtieth year on the 
lid of this month, my constitution is still vig- 
orous enough to be able to bear a draft. I think 
I could sit exposed to such as yours all day long 
without taking cold. 
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plates of the " Biglow Papers/* which added 
much to the expense. I ought not to have stere- 
otyped at all. But we are never done with cut- 
ting eye-teeth. When I reflect on the dangers 
incident to dentition, and the incredible number 
of those teeth I have cut, I wonder that I am 
alive at this minute. It is no wonder, with such 
a supply of canines, that I should have be- 
come carnivorous again. Should not I be a ter- 
rible fellow if I became hydrophobic ? This is 
a temperance consideration that never before 
occurred to me. 

Don't be getting up a subscription for my 
relief, however, for I shall be easy enough in 
good time. I can get along without money as 
well as any man I ever heard of. Indeed, were 
it not for the recurrence of the ist of January, 
and a foolish curiosity which infests tradesmen 
at that season in regard to one's solvency, I 
should never have any trouble. My great hap- 
piness is that I married Maria; my great un- 
happiness, that I married the daughter of the 
late A. White, Esq. I cannot shake oflF the 
imputation of being rich. This is the ruin of 
me. I am positively beflead with runaway slaves 
who wish to buy their wives. They cut and 
come again. I have begun to fancy that polyg- 
amy is not unusual among them. What can I 
do ? We, in principle, deny the right of com- 
pensation. But if a man comes and asks us to 
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fort. I am afraid to meet the eyes of passers- 
by. I know they detect me as an impostor at 
once. On the other hand, I drive my father's 
venerable "September" (my senior by several 
years) with entire satisfaction. I am certain to 
be rather pitied than envied even by the shab- 
biest pedestrians. How shall I escape this odi- 
ous accusation of wealth ? I am certain that 
I am suspected of being miserly by the very 
fellow to whom, perhaps, I have given my last 
cent, and whose greasy, corpulent pocket-book 
almost makes a Eugene Aram of me. It is 
this that has made me feel uncomfortably in 
being paid by the Anti-Slavery Society, though 
my receipts from that source are all that have 
enabled me to keep Maria's property entire, 
which I am resolved to do at all events. . . . 
As ever, affectionately your friend, 

J. R. L. 

To the Same 

Elmwood, March 9, 1849. 

. . . Your remittance came most seasonably, 
but I hope that you did not pinch yourself for 
it. I take it that you need money more than I 
do — for I have no rent to pay. I suppose 
my letter was more desponding than it should 
have been. I am not very often down in the 
mouth; but sometimes, at the end of a year, 
when I have done a tolerable share of work 
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and have nothing to show for it, I feel as if I 
had rather be a spruce clerk on India Wharf 
than a man of letters. Regularly I look for- 
ward to New Year and think that I shall begin 
the next January out of debt, and as regularly 
I am disappointed. However, it stirs one up, 
and I am going to work hard this spring. . . . 

We are as well as could be expected, con- 
sidering that a skunk was shot in our back- 
kitchen this morning. There were two of these 
" essence-pedlers," as the Yankees call them, 
gambolling there the night before. . . . 

To the Same 

MAY DAY [1849?] 

Move eastward, Sydney Gay, and leave 
Each damp exchange untorn apart ; 

Brush off such tear-drops with your sleeve, 
O Sydney Gay, as needs must start ; 

To Boston east ; then w^est until 

You see the Charles obscure with grit 
Washed from the dreary gravel-pit. 

The gravel-pit of Simon's Hill. 

Still west to where the pine and elm 

And other trees (of choicest kinds) 
With a leaf-deluge half overwhelm 

A yellowish house with dark-green blinds ; 
There at the ponderous knocker bang 

Until the baby 'gins to roar. 

Then find the bell, unseen before. 
And bid the useless bronze go hang. 
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Soon through the entry you will hear 
The tramp as of a hippopot- 
amus, and Biddy, blundering-hot. 

Tries the huge lock at front and rear ; 

She, failing in her wild desire. 

Back through the hall her thunder rolls 
And Mary calls, and both (poor souls!) 

At bolt and lock in vain perspire. 

Meanwhile you, waiting, mutter ** Zounds!** 

And Lizzie on the step sinks down; 
The baby gains a hundred pounds. 

And you feel aches from sole to crown; 
Then, like a charging troop of horse. 

Comes Bridget rumbling down the stairs. 

Adds all her Irish skill to theirs. 
And makes the matter ten times worse. 

In attic high beneath the roof 

A handsome youth with Vandyke hdr 

And beard (the " Standard '* is my proof) 
Hears far below the loud despair ; 

Descending, he those hussies three 
Bids instantly to go to pot. 
Swiftly cuts through the Gordian knot. 

And makes the rescued entrance free. 

'* Sydney, my boy, and is it you ? 

And, Lizzie, can I trust my eyes ? 
That prodigy of babies too ? 

Come in, come in at once," he cries : 
**Take off your things, and feel at home.** 

Then to himself: " The merest dab! 
Incredible that they should come 

To match that child with marvellous Mab! ** 
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against a wound in that immedicable part — 
Vanity. 

All through the year I have felt that I worked 
under a disadvantage. I have missed that in- 
spiration (or call it magnetism) which flows into 
one from a thoroughly sympathetic audience. 
Properly speaking, I have never had it as an 
author, for I have never been popular. But 
then I have never needed it, because I wrote 
to please myself and not to please the people; 
whereas, in writing for the " Standard," I have 
felt that I ought in some degree to admit the 
whole Executive Committee into my workshop, 
and defer as much as possible to the opinion 
of persons whose opinion (however valuable on 
a point of morals) would not properly weigh a 
pin with me on an aesthetic question. I have 
felt that I ought to work in my own way, and 
yet I have also felt that I ought to try to work 
in their way, so that I have failed of working in 
either. Nevertheless, I think that the Execu- 
tive Committee would have found it hard to 
get some two or three of the poems I have 
furnished from any other quarter. 

When it was first proposed to me, I felt un- 
comfortable at the thought of accepting a salary. 
Hitherto, if I had served at the altar of Free- 
dom, it was as one who brought an offering, 
not as one of the priests who fed upon the 
offerings of others. But it is always too easy 
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to reconcile ourselves to that which increases 
our comfort, and I thought, moreover, that I 
had in some sort a right to that priestly style 
of aliment, since I should not have needed it 
had I written hymns to Baal instead of to the 
one God. I do not say it as a matter of merit, 
but surely I might have been a popular and 
thriving author could I have consented to be a 
little less myself. 

I do not measure myself with any man, but 
I said (you remember) at first that Edmund 
Quincy would answer their purpose better than 
I. I also said that I wished them to put an end 
to their engagement with me as soon as they 
wished or found it convenient. How then can 
I feel offended in any the slightest degree? I 
do not blame Foster or Philbrick or Jackson 
for not being satisfied with me; but, on the 
other hand, I thank God that he has gradually 
taught me to be quite satisfied with them. The 
longer I live the more convinced am I that we 
must (in our mental cabinet of natural history) 
enlarge the genera of our species Homo. I am 
willing to accept all kinds of men, isven wicked 
ones among the rest (but do not tell this to the 
Executive Committee or you will ruin me), and 
to think that Zachary Taylors are no more out 
of the order of nature than Henry C. Wrights 
are. 

I think Foster is employed in his proper 
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calling, though perhaps he would be less zeal- 
ous in it if he read the lessons of history with 
a clearer eye. All men are not George Foxes, 
nor, indeed, is it possible that there should ever 
be a second. I say I think Foster properly 
enough employed, but I lament to see so exu- 
berant an activity and so hearty and robust an 
intelligence as that of Pillsbury thrown away. 
Why do such men forget that we are not He- 
brews, nor live in Judea, nor have Edomites 
and Philistines on our borders, nor are watching 
fearfully the growth of Egypt on the one hand 
and of Assyria on the other? It appears to 
me that the Hebrew prophets have narrowed 
all the prophets since. The American prophet 
must be a very different sort of person. And 
Wendell Phillips, too, born and gifted with all 
the physical requisites for a politician — a Trotyinyv 
Xcuav — why does he throw away his crook and 
dream of nonconformists and Hampdens now- 
adays ? 

You know that I never agreed to the Disso- 
lution-of-the-Union movement, and simply be- 
cause I think it a waste of strength. Why do 
we not separate ourselves from the African 
whom we wish to elevate? from the drunkard? 
from the ignorant ? At this minute the song of 
the bobolink comes rippling through my open 
window and preaches peace. Two months ago 
the same missionary was in his South Carolina 
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our own axes, and sometimes one half of us is 
in the light, sometimes the other. I have felt 
as if I were all black sometimes, but it was only 
because my diseased consciousness had ab- 
sconded into my aesthetic hemisphere. 

Well, I have been defining my position, 
perhaps more to my own satisfaction than to 
yours, but I will release you presently. This 
quill-pen runs over the paper so glibly that it 
is a pleasure to write with it — especially when 
one is talking about one's self. 

I feel that I am called on to do one thing 
more. I wish to release the Executive Com- 
mittee from all fetters of delicacy, and accord- 
ingly I throw up our engagement altogether. 
Let them feel no scruple about any offence 
that / am likely to take. So much I think is 
due to my own independence — or call it pride 
if you will. But now, on the other hand, I owe 
something to my dependence also. A tremor 
runs through my Penates. If the Executive 
Committee wish me to write once a fortnight, 
I am willing to do it. But if they only make 
that proposal to break my fall, I should choose 
to decline it. . . . 

I should be sorry to see the " Standard " 
hauled down, and chiefly on your account, my 
dear Sydney, and Lizzie's, and the young 
Campeador's. You have edited the paper ex- 
cellently. A little hot, now and then, but won- 
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derfully little mustard, considering the palates 
you were dressing your salads for. If they do 
not appreciate you the fault is theirs, not yours. 
But, at any rate, in five years one strikes down 
a good many roots. It would be hard for 
you to be pulled up ; harder, perhaps, to take 
root again elsewhere, and accordingly I hope 
that the " Standard " will wave on its present 
editorial staff for many years longer. I should 
have preferred that the ^250 should have gone 
to you, and, indeed, I had all along entertained 
a fancy that, in case my income were increased 
from any other quarter, I would surrender half 
on condition * that it should go to the resident 
editor. Never mind. There is more than one 
kind of benevolence. There are some men who 
never put their hands in their pockets, who 
yet give away a great deal in their faces and 
manners. And if the drunkenness of wine 
brings out the true wish and motive of the 
heart, shall not the intoxication of reverie do 
the same ? 

I do not know what I have written, but I 
will end by copying some verses intended for 
an editor who continually put my poems in his 
paper and underrated me. 

I did not bid you to my board. 

But you were welcome with the rest. 

All that my poor house could afford 
I gave you freely, gave my best. 
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You tasted this and smelt of that 

And growled and wished you had not come. 
Yet stuffed into your greasy hat 

Enough to feed the weans at home. 

A beaker full of nectar clear 

I brimmed for you ; you drank it up. 

And ** Does he mean to call this beer ? " 
You muttered, belching in your cup. 

When next you chance to pass my way. 
Good friend, your dainty palate spare. 

** My cookery likes you not," you say. 
Nor me your manners ; we are square. 

Now, I don't mean to apply this to the Ex- 
ecutive Committee, though I was reminded of 
it and copied it (I have carried it in my head 
hitherto and never wrote it before) to fill my 
sheet. But the anti-slavery folks have certainly 
had the use of my pen in more ways than 
one, and they must not grumble at the way I 
hold it. 

Nevertheless, if they wish to have me con- 
tinue to write once a fortnight, I will try to do 
better than hitherto. That is, I will think less 
of them and let myself gOy and not keep rein- 
ing up for fear of this or that one's fence. 

Love to Lizzie, and believe me as ever 

Affectionately yours, 

J. R. L. 
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1*0 the Same 

June, 1849. 
I had written about twice as much, but I 
send the best. The thermometer has been for 
three days at 98°, and what can a man do, es- 
pecially in haying ? This morning I was pitch- 
ing hay before you were up, and day before 
yesterday I pitched " risin' o' teu (two) ton " in 
a hot sun (thermometer 86° in the shade). I 
tell you what, " intellectual labor," as the par- 
sons call it, is too much. I suppose you cannot 
help estimating quality somewhat by quantity ; I 
should in your place with as many columns to 
fill, and that is the reason I always apologize for 
anything short, though it may be all the better 
for it. . . . 

?1? Charles R. Lowell^ 

Elmwood, June 11, 1849. 
My dear Charlie, — I have had so much to 
do in the way of writing during the past week 

» Bom in 1834, died October 20, 1864, o^ wounds re- 
ceived the previous day at the battle of Cedar Creek. Of him 
General Sheridan said, ** He was the perfection of a man and 
a soldier." It was of him that his uncle wrote, in ** The 
Biglow Papers," 

Wut *8 words to them whose fakh an* truth 

On War's red techstone rang true metal, 
Who ventered life an* love an* youth 

Fur the gret prize o* death in battle ? 
To him who, deadly hurt, agin 

Flashed on afore the charge's thunder, 
Tippin' with fire the bolt of men 

That rived the Rebel line asunder. 
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that I have not had time sooner to answer your 
letter, which came to me in due course of mail, 
and for which I am much obliged to you. 

I am very glad to hear that you are enjoying 
yourself so much, and also that the poor mus- 
quash dug faster than you did. I was not so 
long ago a boy as not to remember what sincere 
satisfaction there is in a good ducking, and how 
the spirit of maritime adventure is ministered 
to by a raft which will not float. I congratulate 
you on both experiences. 

And now let me assume the privilege of my 
uncleship to give you a little advice. Let me 
counsel you to make use of all your visits to the 
country as opportunities for an education which 
is of great importance, which town-bred boys 
are commonly lacking in, and which can never 
be so cheaply acquired as in boyhood. Remem- 
ber that a man is valuable in our day for what 
he knowSy and that his company will always be 
desired by others in exact proportion to the 
amount of intelligence and instruction he brings 
with him. I assure you that one of the earliest 
pieces of definite knowledge we acquire after we 
have become men is this — that our company 
will be desired no longer than we honestly pay 
our proper share in the general reckoning of 
mutual entertainment. A man who knows more 
than another knows incalculably more, be sure of 
that, and a person with eyes in his head cannot 
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look even into a pigsty without learning some- 
thing that will be useful to him at one time or 
another. Not that we should educate ourselves 
for the mere selfish sake of that advantage of 
superiority which it will give us. But knowledge 
IS power in this noblest sense, that it enables us 
to benefit others and to pay our way honorably 
in life by being of use. 

Now, when you are at school in Boston you are 
furnishing your brain with what can be obtained 
from books. You are training and enriching 
your intellect. While you are in the country you 
should remember that you are in the great school 
of the senses. Train your eyes and ears. Learn 
to know all the trees by their bark and leaves, 
by their general shape and manner of growth. 
Sometimes you can be able to say positively 
what a tree is not by simply examining the lichens 
on the bark, for you will find that particular va- 
rieties of lichen love particular trees. Learn also 
to know all the birds by sight, by their notes, 
by their manner of flying ; all the animals by 
their general appearance and gait or the localities 
they frequent. 

You would be ashamed not to know the name 
and use of every piece of furniture in the house, 
and we ought to be as familiar with every object 
in the world — which is only a larger kind of 
house. You recollect the pretty story of Pizarro 
and the Peruvian Inca : how the Inca asked one 
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of the Spaniards to write the word Dios (God) 
upon his thumb-nail, and then, showing it to 
the rest, found only Pizarro unable to read it ! 
Well, you will find as you grow older that this 
same name of God is written all over the world 
in little phenomena that occur under our eyes 
every moment, and I confess that I feel very 
much inclined to hang my head with Pizarro 
when I cannot translate these hieroglyphics into 
my own vernacular. 

Now, I write all this to you, my dear Charlie, 
not in the least because it is considered proper 
for uncles to bore their nephews with musty 
moralities and advice; but I should be quite 
willing that you should think me a bore, if I 
could only be the means of impressing upon you 
the importance of observing^ and the great fact 
that we cannot properly observe till we have 
learned how. Education, practice, and espe- 
cially a determination not to be satisfied with 
remarking that side of an object which happens 
to catch our eye first when we first see it — these 
gradually make an observer. The faculty, once 
acquired, becomes at length another sense which 
works mechanically. 

I think I have sometimes noticed in you an 
impatience of mind which you should guard 
against carefully. Pin this maxim up in your 
memory — that Nature abhors the credit system, 
and that we never get anything in life till we 
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To W. W. Story 

Elmwood, September 23, 1849. 

There is only one of your foreign experiences 
which I grudge you, only one which I envy, 
and that is the meeting with Frank Heath/ If 
he be still within reach of voice or letter, give 
him my love, fresh as ever after so many years* 
silence, nay, seeming all the fresher, like a flower 
upon a grave. Yet for that buried friendship I 
live in the faith of a joyful resurrection — and 
in the body. Here I sit alone this chilly Sep- 
tember morning, with the rain just beginning 
to rattle on the roof, and the writing of his name 
has sent my heart back to the happy, hopeful 
past when one was capable of everything be- 
cause one had not tried anything. The years 
between have taught some sharp and some sweet 
lessons — none wiser than this — to keep the 
old friends. Every year adds its value to a 
friendship, as to a tree, with no effort and no 
merit of ours. The lichens upon the bark, 
which the dandy fiers of Nature would scrape 
away, even the dead limbs, here and there, are 
dear and sacred to us. Every year adds its 
compound interest of associations and enlarges 
the circle of shelter and of shade. It is good 
to plant them early, for we have not the faith to 
do it when we are old. I write it sadly and with 

« See ante, p. 80, note. 
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tears in my eyes. Later friends drink our lees, 
but the old ones drank the clear wine at the 
brim of our cups. Who knew us when we 
were witty ? who when we were wise ? who when 
we were green ? . . . 

You talk about my being a man of leisure. 
Why, beside what other writing! have done, I 
have for fourteen months contributed a column 
a week, and for four months a column a fort- 
night, to the " Anti-Slavery Standard," which 
is of course advantageous to me, since columns, 
you know, do not allow poets to be mediocre. 

It will seem a very old affair for me to speak 
of the " Fable for Critics." You know me well 
enough to know how it was written — the work 
(literally) of a few days and without any malice 
in it. I should have sent you a copy had I 
known that you were accessible by packages of 
that kind. Or, rather, I should not have sent 
one, it was so wretchedly misprinted. Set down 
the parts about Miss F. as errors of the press. 
You speak of her as poor. I did not know that 
she was so, but [thought] that the departure 
of her uncle Abraham to his namesake's bosom 
had made her independent. ... It was not what 
she had written of me, but what I had heard of 
her saying which seemed to demand the inter- 
vention of the satiric Nemesis. You may be 
sure I have felt more sorry about it than any 
one, only I always reflect after the thing is done. 
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Nevertheless I imagine the general verdict was 
" served her right/' though it was regretted that 
castigation was inflicted by my particular hand. 
I know only a single item of news which you 
will be interested in hearing. That is the lament- 
able end of poor Edgar Poe. He was picked 
up in the streets of Baltimore staggering under 
delirium tremens ^ and taken to the Hospital, 
where he died. Sad enough, and a man of real 
genius, too. 

To James T. Fields 

Elmwood, October 14, 1849. 

My dear Sir, — ... The reason I did not 
sooner answer your first note was, that I have 
an unfortunate unconsciousness of the lapse of 
time. I believe that I was born after my sea- 
sonable date, and that I was meant for an Ante- 
diluvian, for a month seems no more to me than 
the while between getting up and breakfast. I 
had a notion of writing something new for your 
" Book," ' and kept turning over in my head 
an essay upon Commencement as it used to be, 
till — behold, October ! 

As for "The First Client,'* I have read it 
over, and I confess it seems to me pretty poor 

' Mr. Fields was editing The Boston Book, made up of 
a selection from the writings of Boston authors. ** The First 
Client" was the name of a short story by Lowell, published 
originally in 1842, in the Boston Miscellany. 
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stuff. I think something more creditable to me 
as a moral and intellectual being (as Dr. Ware 
used to say) might be selected. 

Why can't you come out some afternoon and 
spend an evening with me ? Say Monday. If 
you find it dull, you can escape in the omnibus, 
or, if you please, I can give you a bed and you 
can have a country morning before you are 
bricked up again in Boston. 

We can talk over that and other matters by 
the light of a cigar. I will be at home Monday, 
at any rate, and you would be pretty sure to 
find me any afternoon but Wednesday. 

I remain very sincerely (and dilatorily) 

Your friend, 

J. R. Lowell. 

To Mrs. Francis G. Shaw 

Elm WOOD, November 25, 1849. 

... I am glad you like my poems. I wish 
I did — that is, I wish they were better. And 
I think they will be one of these days when I 
have written better ones to cast back an enlight- 
ening glow on the old. But I am not flattered 
by your liking. You like them because Page 
does, and, between ourselves, that is his weak- 
est point, as you, I see, with your woman's wit 
have discovered. Page is wiser than you, and 
likes them because he knows I am better than 
they, which you do not. . . . 
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ro C. F. Briggs 

Elmwood, November 25, 1849. 

. . . My new edition will be out about the 
loth of December, and I think that with Tick- 
nor's publishing I shall, for the first time, make 
something by my poems. I shall clear at least 
1 100 by the first edition, and every subsequent 
one will be clear gain, as I shall have no expense 
about the plates. I expect to publish a wholly 
new volume in May, about which I shall write 
you in some other letter. I write this in haste, 
merely to show that I have not forgotten nor 
ceased to love you. 

How soon I shall come to New York is 
uncertain. I am expecting a visit from Miss 
Bremer. Mr. Downing wrote me a note, saying 
how much she, etc., etc., about me, and so Maria 
wrote and asked her to tarry with us a short 
time. She wrote a charming letter in reply, and 
will be with us in the course of next week. . . . 

I think you will find my poems improved in 
the new edition. I have not altered much, but 
I have left out the poorest and put others in 
their places. My next volume, I think, will 
show an advance. It is to be called " The 
Nooning." ' Now guess what it will be. The 

' The design for a volume with this title was not carried 
out, though cherished for many years. See the prefatory note 
to << Fitzadam's Story " in ** Heartsease and Rue.** 
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name suggests pleasant thoughts, does it not ? 
But I shall not tell you anything about it yet, 
and you must not mention it. . . . 

To Sydney H. Gay 

Elmwood^ December 22, 1849. 

... Print that * as if you loved it. Let not 
a comma be blundered. Especially I fear they 
will put ^^ gleaming'' for ^^ gloaming'' in the first 
line unless you look to it. May you never 
have the key which shall unlock the whole 
meaning of the poem to you ! . . . 

' ** The First Snow-Fall." 
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Domestic sorrow and joy. — Visit to Europe. — Death 
of his son at Rome. — Decline of Mrs. Lowells 
health. — Return to America. — Death of Mrs. 
Lowell. — Lectures on the English poets. — Appoint- 
ment to professorship in Harvard University. — Sec- 
ond visit to Europe, 

Letters to C. F. Briggs^ E. M. Davis^ S. H. Gay^ 
J. F, Heathy Francis G. Shaw^ Mrs. F. G. Shaw^ 
C. E. Norton^ Miss Anna Loring^ F, H. Underwood^ 
Miss fane Norton^ E. A. Duyckinck^ W. f. Stillman^ 
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THE happiness of Lowell's domestic life 
was a second time rudely broken in 
upon by the death of his little daughter 
Rose, in the spring of 1850 — just three years 
after the death of her sister Blanche. These 
sorrows told heavily upon him, and still more 
upon his wife, whose health was always delicate 
and uncertain. They were made happy, at the 
end of the year, by the birth of a son, Walter, 
who became soon a child of uncommon loveli- 
ness and promise. Their circumstances were 
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now such that they resolved to go to Europe in 
the summer of 1851, not without hope that the 
voyage and travel would be of benefit to Mrs. 
Lowell. Except to his father, Lowell wrote few 
letters during their absence. Some record of 
their voyage and of their life in Italy is to be 
found in " Leaves from My Journal in Italy 
and Elsewhere/' ' but there is no reference in 
the published narrative to the calamity which 
befell them in Rome, in the spring of 1852, 
in the death of their little boy. It was a griev- 
ous blow, and one from which Mrs. Lowell 
never recovered. They remained abroad till the 
autumn. The next year was passed very quietly 
at home. Mrs. Lowell's health sank steadily, 
and on October 27, 1853, she died. 

To C. F. Briggs 

Elmwood, January 2'^ i 1850. 

My dear Friend, — I have never thanked 
you for your gift of a box of cigars. I am smok- 
ing one of them at this very moment. I know not 
in what light to regard them other than as a kind 
of parishioner's gift to the Rev. Mr. Wilbur, 
though there maybe a covert satire in thus throw- 
ing that gentleman's weakness into his very 
teeth. My great-grandfather, who was minister 

' First published in 1854 ^° Fireside Travels, and now 
to be found in the first volume of Lowell's Prose Writings. 
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of Newbury, and who, being very much of a gen- 
tleman and scholar, held out against Whitefield 
and his extravagances, used to take (I have no 
doubt) the grocer's share of his salary in tobacco. 
He was a terrible smoker, and there is still extant 
in the house he lived in at Newbury a painted 
panel representing a meeting of the neighboring 
clergy, each with his pipe and his — pot/ I have 
a great regard for this excellent man's memory, 
strengthened by his note-books and by his por- 
trait in gown, bands, and wig, painted (alas !) by 
one of his parishioners. Therefore I scruple 
not to thank you for this compliance with my 
weakness, and feel that I have an ancestral right 
to pronounce the cigars excellent. . . . 

... My " new book " is to be called "The 
Nooning." Maria invented the title for me, and 
is it not a pleasant one? My plan is this. I 
am going to bring together a party of half a 
dozen old friends at Elmwood. They go down 
to the river and bathe, and then one proposes that 
they shall go up into a great willow tree (which 
stands at the end of the causey near our house, 
and has seats in it) to take their nooning. There 
they agree that each shall tell a story or recite 
a poem of some sort. In the tree they find a 
countryman already resting himself, who enters 
into the plan and tells a humorous tale, with 

' This interesting old panel was afterwards transferred to 
Elmwood, and set above the mantelpiece in the study. 
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touches of Yankee character and habits in it. / 
am to read my poem of the " Voyage of Leif " 
to Vinland, in which I mean to bring my hero 
straight into Boston Bay, as befits a Bay-state 
poet. Two of my poems are already written — 
one " The Fountain of Youth " (no connection 
with any other firm), and the other an "Address 
to the Muse," by the Transcendentalist of the 
party. I guess I am safe in saying that the first 
of these two is the best thing I have done yet. 
But you shall judge when you see it. But 
" Leif 's Voyage" is to be far better. I intend to 
confute my critics, not with another satire, but 
by writing better. It is droll that they should 
say I want variety. Between " Columbus " and 
Hosea Biglow I think there is some range and 
some variety of power shown. I cannot help 
thinking that my countrymen will wake up some 
day and find that they have got a poet. But no 
matter ; do you keep on believing in me, and I 
shall justify you if I live. I feel that I am very 
young for a man of thirty, and that I have not 
by any means got my growth. My poems hith- 
erto have been a true record of my life, and I 
mean that they shall continue to be. As Alcott 
said to me the other day, they contain a great 
deal of history. The public have not yet learned 
to look beyond the titles of them at their mean- 
ing. As soon as the wise world is satisfied that 
I am a poet, I think it will find more in them 
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than it suspected. This is all as it ought to be, 
and I am writing about it to you as to one who 
thinks more of me than I do of myself; though, 
of course, if I did not believe that I was a poet, 
I should not write a line. The world is right, 
too, after its own fashion, for I am perfectly con- 
scious that I have not yet got the best of my 
poetry out of me. What I have written will 
need to be carried down to posterity on the 
shoulders of better poems written hereafter, and 
strong enough to carry the ore in the stone 
which imbeds it. My dear friend — and you 
are very dear — I am not a fool, at any rate, and 
I know my own wants and faults a great deal 
better than any of my critics. 

I begin to feel that I must enter on a new 
year of my apprenticeship. My poems have 
thus far had a regular and natural sequence. 
First, Love and the mere happiness of existence 
beginning to be conscious of itself, then Free- 
dom — both being the sides which Beauty pre- 
sented to me — and now I am going to try 
more wholly after Beauty herself. Next, if I live, 
I shall try to present Life as I have seen it. In 
the " Nooning '* I shall have not even a glance 
towards Reform. If the poems I have already 
written are good for anything they are peren- 
nial, and it is tedious as well as foolish to re- 
peat one's self. I have preached sermons enow, 
and now I am going to come down out of the 
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pulpit and go about among my parish. I shall turn 
my barrel over and read my old discourses ; it 
will be time to write new ones when my hearers 
have sucked all the meaning out of those old 
ones. Certainly I shall not grind for any Phil- 
istines, whether Reformers or Conservatives. I 
find that Reform cannot take up the whole of 
me, and I am quite sure that eyes were given 
us to look about us with sometimes, and not to 
be always looking forward. If some of my good 
red-hot friends were to see this they would call 
me a backslider, but there are other directions 
in which one may get away from people beside 
the rearward one. Thus I have taken an obser- 
vation whereby to indicate to you my present 
mental and moral latitude and longitude. As 
well as I can judge, I am farther eastward or 
nearer morning than ever hitherto. Am I as 
tedious as a king ? 

I am not certain that my next appearance will 
not be in a pamphlet on the Hungarian ques- 
tion in answer to the "North American Review." 
But I shall not write anything if I can help it. 
I am tired of controversy, and though I have 
cut out the oars with which to row up my friend 
Bowen, yet I have enough to do, and, besides, 
am not so well as usual, being troubled in my 
head as I was summer before last. I should like 
to play for a year, and after I have written 
and printed the " Nooning," I mean to take a 
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nooning and lie under the trees looking at 
the sky. 

Fredrika Bremer stayed three weeks with us, 
and I do not like her, I love her. She is one of 
the most beautiful persons I have ever known 
— so clear, so simple, so right-minded and 
-hearted, and so full of judgment. I believe 
she liked us, too, and had a good time. . . . 

With all love, 

J. R. L. 

To Edward M. Davis 

Elm WOOD, January 24, 1850. 

... I am much obliged to you for the letter 
of O. J. which you sent, though, as for the 
"knockings," I have no manner of faith in 
them. I do not believe that men are to be 
thumped into a conception of the spiritual 
world, or that O. J.'s father, if he had anything 
to say to his son, would take such a roundabout 
way as that of going to Mrs. Fish or Miss Fox. 
Moreover, when the spirits can say what they 
please to these two women, why do they not 
use them as spokes-women, instead of using so 
clumsy a shift as " calling for the alphabet," and 
then rapping their news ? My dear Edward, if 
the spirits are so wise that they can foretell the 
future (as in O. J.'s case), why are they so stupid 
in their contrivances for making themselves in- 
telligible ? Depend upon it, there is no more 
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humbug in the spiritual world than in this. It 
would be a parallel case if I, who am able to 
write you my thoughts plainly and directly, 
should adopt some system of cryptography and 
gave you the key of it, so that you would be 
half a day in making out what need have taken 
only ten minutes. And this would be still more 
ridiculous if I had only some such fact to com- 
municate as that my coat was brown, or that I 
ate an egg with my breakfast. I have seen per- 
sons who could make a " mysterious knocking " 
by snapping one of their joints in and out. I 
think we may be sure of this, that God never 
takes needless trouble. It is only foolish lit- 
tle men that are fond of mysteries and fusses. 
Then, why should a spirit know anything about 
the future ? 

I have only time to write a few suggestions. 
These "spirits" tell us, it seems, what we 
already know, nothing else. As for Elias Hicks 
and George Fox and St. Paul, I could tell O. J. 
such a story as that without any trouble, and 
throw him in a few more saints to boot. . . . 

Most affectionately, 

J. R. L. 

T'o Sydney H, Gay 

Elm WOOD, March 17, 1850. 

My dear Sydney, — I believe you can under- 
stand why I was so unmannerly as to put off so 
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long an answer to your kind letter from Hing- 
ham. I was so dull — not well either in body 
or mind. So it came to the same thing, for if 
you thought me a hog for my silence, you 
would have thought me a bore had I broken it 

It was really a great disappointment to me 
not to see you while you were here. But L 
knew nothing of your visit until after I had 
supposed you had gone back, or I should cer- 
tainly have made an effort to see you. I sym- 
pathized most heartily with you in the loss of 
your brother, but I knew well that there is no 
such thing as consolation. To change the old 
Latin — not ignorant of grief, 1 know to let the 
unhappy alone. Time is clearly the only leni- 
tive, and, if not Lethe, it yet softens all wounds 
except those of conscience. And, no matter how 
self-sustained the soul may be, there are bodily 
horrors and shocks connected with Death which 
leave a deep mark. Can anything be more hate- 
ful than the ceremonies which follow in his train, 
like a sort of hired mourners whom you long to 
kick? I shall never forget the feeling I had when 
little Blanche's coffin was brought into the house. 
It was refreshed again lately. But for Rose I 
would have no funeral ; my father only made a 
prayer, and then I walked up alone to Mount 
Auburn and saw her body laid by her sister's. 

She was a very lovely child — we think the 
loveliest of our three. She was more like 
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Blanche than Mabel, and her disease was the 
same. Her illness lasted a week, but I never 
had any hope, so that she died to me the first 
day the doctor came. She was very beautiful — 
fair, with large dark-gray eyes and fine features. 
Her smile was especially charming, and she was 
full of smiles till her sickness began. Dear 
little child ! she had never spoken, only smiled. 
To show you that I am not unable to go 
along with you in the feeling expressed in your 
letter, I will copy a few verses out of my com- 
mon-place book.' 

Yes, faith is a goodly anchor 

When the skies are blue and clear; 

At the bows it hangs right stalwart 
With a sturdy iron cheer. 

But when the ship goes to pieces. 
And the tempests are all let loose. 

It rushes plumb down to the sea-depths, 
'Mid slimy seaweed and ooze. 

Better then one spar of memory. 

One broken plank of the past. 
For our human hearts to cling to. 

Adrift in the whirling vast. 

* To the spirit the cross of the spirit. 

To the flesh its blind despair. 
Clutching fast the thin- worn locket 
With its threads of gossamer hair. 

1 This poem, revised and enlarged, and called " After the Burial,** 
was printed in 1869, in Under the WillotoSy and Other Poems. 
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O friend ! thou ressonest bnvelv. 

Thy preaching is wise and true; 
Bl: :he eanh that stops my dairling's ears 

Makes mine insensate, too. 

That little shoe in the corner. 

So worn and i^Tinkled and brown, 

Wi:h its emptiness confutes you. 
And argues your wisdom down. 

But enoueh, dear Svdnev, of death and sor- 
row. They are not subjects which I think it 
profitable or wise to talk about, think about, 
or write aboiit often. Death is a private tutor. 
We have no fellow-scholars, and must lay our 
lessons to heart alone. 

I was verj- glad to hear that your little boy 
had gone through the scarlet-fever — I hope 
without anv reversion of trouble. It is a terrible 

m 

thing to have only one child. It seems as if the 
air were full of deadly, invisible bullets flying in 
ever)' direction, so that not a step can be taken 
in safetv. 

What would you and the Committee say if 
I should resign my post in the " Standard " ? I 
feel very strongly inclined to do it at the end 
of this year (April). It seems to me as if I had 
said my say — for the present, at least — and 
had better try silence awhile. I am sick of 
politics and criticism. Somehow a virtue seems 
to go out of me at touch of them. I feel as if 
I could do more good by working in my own 
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vein, however narrow. Tell me what you think 
about it. Your feelings are the only obstacle in 
the way of my resigning at once. Your wishing 
me to hold on would have a great weight with 
me. You have edited the " Standard " signally 
well. I said so, you remember, long ago, and 
I am glad to see that your subscribers are of my 
opinion. The only fault I find with your salad, 
as I also said before, is that there may be a little 
too much mustard now and then. You mix for 
the Garrisonian palate, which has not, I think, 
the sensitiveness of entire health. 

But I will not do anything for you unless 
you pay me a visit the next time you come on 
this way. I wish you and Lizzie to eat our 
salt as I have eaten yours. I think we could 
make you very comfortable in the old house. I 
have a downright quarrel with you and Briggs 
on this score. I am in earnest. I don't like 
one-sided reciprocities, or to be in debt. 

Give my love to Briggs, and tell him that I 
have a letter to him half written, and that it 
will come soon. I wish to know Page's plans, 
because I shall come to see him before he goes 
if I am alive. 

Forgive my dull letter, dear Sydney, for I 
cannot write better just now, and believe me 
ever 

Affectionately yours, 

J. R. L. 
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To the Same 

Elm WOOD, April ij, 1850. 

My dear Sydney, — Though I shall certainly 
be in New York within a few days (I am only 
waiting now for some new shirts to be done), 
yet it would be clownish in me not to answer 
your letter by return of mail. That is altogether 
too slow. How return a pressure of the hand 
by next day's post, when the other term of 
the equation has by this time got his fist in his 
pocket and is thinking of something else ? You 
were plainly in an excellent mood when you 
wrote your letter — and let me say that your 
letters are always pleasant, even those shorter 
ones with an engraving upon the first half-leaf.' 
You had seated yourself at your desk in the 
corner there, you had an uncommonly good 
cigar, Ebenezer (I don't know whether 1 was 
ever impudent enough to tell you that you had 
wronged the boy with that name, avital or not) 
— E., I say, was asleep (and I do not wonder 
that so many poets have written verses to sleep- 
ing children — it is as if ten thousand Mah- 
ratta cavalry had retired from your territory), 
Lizzie was sitting with a plot in her head how to 
cure you of smoking, and then you took out 
your paper. You wish you could have said it 
by word of mouth, indeed ! My dear Sydney, 

« The engraved banker's draft. 
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with all that self-possession (our maligners call 
it by another name), which you have acquired by 
your so-long abolitionism, you could not have 
flattered me so to my face. Never was a door 
so diplomatically opened to a gentleman on the 
point of being turned out neck and heels. I am 
marched out, as it were, with a band of music 
before me thumping and blowing " See the Con- 
quering Hero Comes ! " with that orchestral im- 
partiality ('t is the way of the world) which her- 
alds with the same tune, and the same energy of 
brass and sheepskin, the advent of a President 
or a learned pig. I abdicate with the rapid grace 
of Richard Cromwell when he sat down upon 
Monk's sword, stuck (as boys stick crooked 
pins) in the Protectoral chair. I dangle from 
silk instead of hemp — a ceremonial consolation, 
since the choking is the meat of the matter. 
My resignation is " accepted," like that of a 
vizier, by a couple of mutes with a bowstring. 

My dear Sydney, a kick in the breech may 
be either symbolical or actual, may be either 
bestowed with a velvet slipper or a cowhide 
boot ; but it is, after all, a kick in the breech. 
Your kick — no ecclesiologist could have made 
it more obscurely symbolical ; no slipper could 
be truer three-pile velvet than yours. I send 
you one last poem, and so, like that famous 
ghost of Aubrey's, vanish " with a melodious 
twang." Paint an expulsive toe rampant where 
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my effigies should appear in the succession of 
"Standard" editors, as an axe was painted in- 
stead of a portrait in Faliero's place among the 
Doges, and write thereunder — Jacobus ex off, 
decess. per patibulum AJD. XV KaL Maii. A.B. 
MDCCCL. 

Perhaps, instead of saying " I resign," a 
better form would be the passive " I am re- 
signed." And so I am. You do me no more 
than justice in taking it for granted that I am 
not a fool. I am quite too proud to take offence 
easily, and I think I have given the Committee 
a pennyworth. At the same time, I think you 
overestimate my value to the " Standard." You 
remember that I said so frankly when I was first 
engaged. I have never felt that entire freedom 
without which a man cannot do his best. As 
there has never been a oneness of sentiment 
between me and the Society, I retain for them 
at parting the same feeling which I have ever 
had. It has never been a matter of dollars be- 
tween us, for I might have earned much more 
in other ways — not to mention what I have 
indirectly lost (and gladly) by my connection 
with you fanatics. For every poem (except the 
more exclusively anti-slavery ones) which has 
been printed in the " Standard" I could have got 
four times the money paid me by the Commit- 
tee. This I wish them distinctly to understand, 
that they may not imagine that I came to them 
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with my hat held out for an alms. I can truly 
say that I have been more vexed by the stupid 
want of appreciation shown by some of our 
worthies towards you than by any suspicion 
that they did not rate me highly enough. 

And now, dear Sydney, let me only add 
further, that I trust our friendship will only 
end at that bourne which is the common close 
of all. I will not promise to write to you once 
a month, for you would find letters supplied by 
contract stupid enough. But I will think of 
you much oftener than that. An author's works 
are his letters to friends, and if they cannot feel 
in reading them that they are freshly remem- 
bered, then the works are not good for much. 
When I came home last night, I found two 
pleasures (besides Maria and Mabel and the rest) 
awaiting me. One was your letter, and the other 
was a letter from an old friend (and you may 
suppose he must be a friend, for he is a slave- 
holder) to whom I had not written and from 
whom I had not heard for seven years. And my 
love for him was as fresh as when we parted nine 
years ago, when our lives were all in spring-blos- 
som, not a petal fallen. So pen, ink, and paper 
are no necessary interlocutors. When there is a 
need of it I shall send such ambassadors, but, 
anyhow and anywhere, I shall always remain 
Most affectionately your friend, 

J. R. Lowell. 



244 LETTERS [1850 

To the Same 

Sunday, May 19, 1850. 

My dear Sydney, — I now fiilly appreciate 
the wisdom of that law of Maine which puts 
off executions till a year has passed after sen- 
tence. It gives a chance for something to turn 
up in a man's favor. What is to be done in the 
way of reparation to me ? I, an innocent man 
as it now appears, hanged myself in my cell 
(on a friendly hint from one of the jurors that 
there was no chance for me) to avoid the oppro- 
brium of public hemp, and now how are the 
lacerated feelings of a heart-broken wife and 
a fatherless daughter to be healed? Still more 
important — how is my neck to be reset? I 
think I may not immodestly compare myself 
with Socrates in my manner of ending, however 
unlike that provoking philosopher in my pre- 
vious life. For he, you remember, was "al- 
lowed " to drink his own hemlock, and could 
not legally have that delicate privilege granted 
him until the sacred vessel IlapaXo^ had gone 
to Delos and back again. The sacred vessel in 
my case was the steamboat which conveyed "a 
select number of ypuths and virgins" to the 
New York Convention and brought them home 
to their anxious friends. 

But, on the other hand, as all the little acci- 
dents of life are by the wise man turned to ac- 
count, and as Madame Tussaud made the dis- 
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covery that the effigies of a dead criminal would 
bring in thousands of shillings, while no one 
would expend a solitary sixpence to look upon 
the living image of Innocence herself, so I think 
that, under the present circumstances, I may 
fairly set a higher price upon my labors. Con- 
sider for a moment what an attraction it would 
be if you could announce in the prospectus of next 
year's " Standard " that the new volume would be 
enriched with the contributions of a well-known 
unhappy gentleman who lately laid violent hands 
upon himself when under sentence of death. 
You might say that the value of the " Standard " 
would be very much increased as a noose-papcTy 
that it would be found that I was (h)altered 
for the better, that I had at last got the hang of 
editorship, that my labors had merely been sus- 
pended ; that, in short, the Committee had now 
consented to give me cart blanche^ rope enough, 
my full swing, etc. ; that I should write abso- 
lute chokers in the way of editorials, and strike 
a pleasant cord in the memory of the public. 

So far I had written this morning when I was 
called away to give Maria and Mab a drive. 
It is now after dinner, and it is a matter of uni- 
versal observation that, in proportion as the 
belly is well filled, the "individual" becomes 
more respectable and less some other qualities 
which, perhaps, render him full as agreeable a 
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member of society. Now, to this new proposi- 
tion of the Committee, what shall I say ? I had 
intended to have " spelfed " you (as we Yankees 
say) now and then wfth an article ^r^/zj, and had 
been churning upon one for a day or two, but 
how shall I prove it? If the Society offer coin 
of the realm, it is not in the heart of fallen man 
to refuse it, especially when such fallen man has 
just purchased a suit of clothes (badge of the 
Fall) and does not know so clearly now whence 
the money is to come that shall pay therefor as 
he seemed to when he stood triumphant in the 
tailor's shop and easily bespoke the same. Tai- 
lors, by the way, differ from the rest of mankind 
in this, that whereas all other men in Adam died, 
so by the consequence of Adam's transgression 
these get their living. And truly, in so large a 
matter as the damnation of the whole human 
race, it would not have become Satan to have 
stood upon trifles, and to have haggled for these 
fractions and ninth-parts of men. Do not flatter 
yourself, my dear Sydney, that you will enjoy 
the benefit of this exception because you wield 
a pair of scissors in the way of your trade. No, 
I am well persuaded that there is not salt enough 
in the whole editorial fraternity to pickle so 
much as one of them. Given over for their sins 
to printers' devils during life, their lot will not 
change, except in the quality of their diabolic 
tormentors, after death. ... 
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I have written, you see, a diplomatic letter 
without saying whether I should be a "corre- 
sponding editor " or not. But the truth is, I have 
received no communication from the Committee 
yet, and so have not made up my mind. There 
are several fires desirous that some of my irons 
should be thrust in them — with your fanatical 
blazes I should only burn my fingers. But, at 
any rate, with much love to Lizzie and Master 
Anonymous, I remain 

Most affectionately yours, J. R. L. 

To 7. F. Heath 

AD AMICUM J. F. H. 

Nine years have slipped Kke hourglass-sand 

From life's fast-emptying globe away. 
Since last, dear friend, I clasped your hand 
And stood upon the impoverished land 
Watching the steamer do^n the bay. 

I held the token which you gave 
Until the dim smoke-pennon curled 

O'er the vague rim 'tween sky and wave. 

And closed the distance like a grave 
Leaving me to the other world : — 

The old worn world of hurry and heat. 

The young fresh world of thought and scope, — 
While you, where silent surges fleet 
Tow'rd far sky-beaches still and sweet. 
Sank down the wavering ocean-slope. 

You sought a new world in the old, 
* I found the old world in the new. 
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The world one human heart can hold. 
The inner world of deathless mould. 
The same which Father Adam knew. 



Come back our ancient walks to tread. 

Old haunts of lost or scattered friends. 
Amid the Muses' factories red. 
Where song and smoke and laughter sped 
The nights to proctor-haunted ends. 

Our old familiars are not laid. 

Though snapt our wands and burnt our books; 
They beckon, not to be gainsaid. 
Where, round broad meads which mowers wade. 

Slow Charles his steel-blue sickle crooks; 

Where, as the cloud-shades eastward blow. 
From glow to gloom the hillsides shift 

Their lakes of rye that surge and flow. 

Their clumps of orchard trees arow. 

Their snowy white weeds' summer drift. 

Or we will turn us seaward, there 

To wander idly as we list. 
Whether on rocky hillocks bare 
Black-pointed cedar-breakers tear 

The trailing fringes of gray mist; 

Or whether, under skies clear-blown, 
The brightening surfs with foamy din. 

Their breeze-caught forelocks backward thrown. 

Against old Neptune's yellow zone 
Curl slow and plunge forever in. 

For years thrice three, wise Horace said, 
A poem rare let silence bind; 
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Love, too, may ripen in the shade. 
Like ours for nine long seasons laid 
In crypts and arches of the mind. 

That right Falernian friendship old. 

Will we, to grace our feast, call up. 
And freely pour the juice of gold 
That keeps youth's pulses warm and bold. 
Till Death shall break the empty cup. 
July, 1850. 

Dear Frank, — This, being interpreted, means 
that we are going to the Isles of Shoals (near 
Portsmouth, N. H.) about the 8th of August. 
" We " means Maria and J. R. L., Maria Fay, 
Weiss — who was in the class of '37 and is the 
most comical of parsons, Maria's two sisters, 
who were little girls when you went abroad, 
and perhaps one or two others — enough, at 
any rate, to have a good old time. Now, our 
hearts' desire is that you should come and be 
with us there, and afterward make us a visit 
here. We will revisit all the old places, and re- 
new all the old recollections. I am interrupted 
and have only time to say how truly I am, 
with all the old affection, your friend, 

J. R. L. 

To Sydney H. Gay 

Elm WOOD, Election Day, November, 1850. 

My dear Sydney, — I am just recovering 
from a kind of ursine existence, a mental win- 
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ter, during which I have been living upon my 
own fat. Of course I mean intellectually, for 
physically I have not much adipocere laid up, 
and unless the thought of something after death 
or the like should give me paws, I could not 
bear it with any hope of surviving by suction. 
Not that I have been altogether vacant of 
thought, or the food for it, as may perhaps ap- 
pear by and by ; but pen and ink have seemed 
insufficient and irrelevant somehow, so that 
even such a grasshopper as the writing of a 
letter has seemed a burthen. 

I should, nevertheless, have answered Liz- 
zie's letter, if Maria had not done so in my ab- 
sence. Do you tell her that I did not wish to 
give her a little keepsake in order to please her^ 
but for a much more selfish reason — namely, 
to please myself. You see, my dear Sydney, 
that the only money I ever have a chance to 
part with in the way of that kind of gift is that 
which has never got into my pocket. In that 
nest riches become fledged at once, and fly in 
all directions like the four-and-twenty black- 
birds when the pie was opened. I can go with- 
out money for I don't know how long, and 
not fret myself at the want of it. I have been 
in that condition ever since my return from 
Canada — in that condition, or maybe a little 
worse. I claim no merit for such patience, be- 
cause I know that those suns and stars, the 
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greater and lesser luminaries of the pocket, have 
in my case calculable orbits and stated periods 
of return. Nor am I wholly without experience 
of comets, unexpected apparitions, nor of me- 
teoric " rocks " (of that species wherewith our 
countrymen desire to have "a pocket full") 
falling I know not whence. I only thought 
that it would be pleasant jto me if I knew that 
some little memorial of me stood upon your 
table, to remind you of me now and then if I 
should go to Europe, or take that inevitable 
journey to the country (not so far off, indeed, 
but) whence there are no regular mails, what- 
ever the Rochester knockers * may be. Now, 
Lizzie may make me a present of this small 
gratification or not, just as she pleases, but, 
at any rate, the money can never come into 
my pouch. The black crow that flies in our 
country's " heaven's sweetest air," the bird 
of anti-slavery, may have it ; in other words, 
you may give it to the caws^ but I will none 
of it. . . . 

I sent you an article last week, but had no 
time to add even a line of private matter, as 
our mail closes at the very inconvenient hour of 
one. Inconvenient for me, at least, for I always 
write on the morning of the latest day, and so 
have barely three hours after breakfast. I wrote 
that in such a hurry that I fear there may be 

■ It was at Rochester, N. Y., that spirit-rapping began. 
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some blunders in it. I had some ideas in my 
head when I went to bed the night before, but 
I am suspicious that they escaped between that 
and next morning. I have been hoping to write 
something in verse about this horrible. Slave 
Bill,' something in Hosea Biglow vein, with a 
refrain to it that would take hold of the popu- 
lar ear (long enough to be easily taken hold of, 
you will say). I should like to tack something 
to Mr. Webster (the most meanly and foolishly 
treacherous man I ever heard of), like the tail 
which I furnished to Mr. John P. Robinson. 
But I wish to be sure that it is good enough 
before I try it on in public, for a failure in such 
a case would be disastrous. I walk about croon- 
ing over various ridiculous burthens and ca- 
dences, and am not without hope that he may 
catch it yet. 

To-day, as you will see by the date of my 
letter, is our voting-day. What the result will 
be I have less means of judging than most men. 
But we abolitionists, you know, have no reason 
to be over-sanguine. I cannot help thinking 
that Mr. Mann* will be reelected, and I hope 
he will, for I think he has had a sufficiently 
severe experience of the folly of trying to serve 

' The Bill for the rendition of fugitive slaves. 

2 Mr. Horace Mann, then a candidate for Congress, but 
mainly remembered and honored for his services to popular 
education in Massachusetts. 
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party and duty at the same time. Like the 
tapster in Henry I Vth, he has had only time to 
cry " Anon, sir," to both parties at once, with- 
out satisfying either. Mr. Palfrey will not be 
chosen. He has less chance than at a special 
election, because the Hunkers turn out more 
fully to-day. I shall vote the " Union " ticket 
(half Free-soil, half Democrat), not from any 
love of the Democrats, but because I believe 
it to be the best calculated to achieve some 
practical result. It is a great object to overturn 
the Whig domination, and this seems to be the 
only lever to pry them over with. Yet I have 
my fears that if we get a Democratic governor 
he will play some trick or other. Timeo Danaos 
et dona ferentes^ if you will pardon stale Latin 
to Parson Wilbur. . . . 

Now that the power of writing has returned 
to me, you may expect articles pretty regularly. 
As a general thing, the more I have to do the 
better I can do it, and I wish this winter to be 
a productive one. I have promised Story' (this 
is between ourselves) to go back to Italy with 
him in June, if I can sell some land wherewith 
to pay our expenses. How long we shall stay 
I know not, but the farther I can get from 
American slavery the better I shall feel. Such 
enormities as the Slave Law weigh me down 
without rebound, make me unhappy, and too 

' Lowell's friend from boyhood, the eminent sculptor. 
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restless to work well in my own special vine- 
yard. God bless both of you, 

J. R. L. 

To the Same 

Elm WOOD, January 3, 185 1. 

My dear Sydney, — . . . I should have kept 
on writing regularly for the " Standard," but 
that I was interrupted by two pressing exigen- 
cies. In the first place, I had (with an eye to 
the monetary crisis which always takes place in 
my affairs at the feast of the New Year) con- 
tracted to supply Graham' with a humorous 
poem before Christmas. I never undertook 
humor by contract before. The general result 
may be stated as ill-humor. However, I had 
promised. I had a subject, but, for the life of 
me, I could not begin. Fancy yourself knocked 
down for a pun at a dinner-party. With your 
head full of 'em, you would be as incompetent 
to the percussion-powder explosion under the 

chairman's hammer as — Greeley, or . 

Well, I could neither begin that nor do any- 
thing else. At last, having begun, I was inter- 
rupted to write a manifesto on the part of my 
sister in consequence of -^ 's blackguard let- 
ters.^ Fancy me writing for the " Daily Adver- 

' For his Magazine. 

2 Letters in which Mrs. Putnam, his sister, had been 
attacked for her published opinions and statements in regard to 
the revolution in Hungary. 
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riser." It was the severest job I ever undertook. 
The result is only seven columns (and those 
only a kind of propylaeum, for I could hardly 
enter into the subject) ; yet I believe I was 
longer at work in actual hours than in writing 
all Hosea Biglow and the " Fable for Critics." 
I shall send you copies when (or if) I have any. 
As soon as I got through that, I had to go 
about being funny again — with what success 
you will see in Graham by and by. It is com- 
fortable writing for Graham, for one never sees 
or hears of his pieces again unless he choose to 
collect them. I lay in bed the other morning 
studying the rime upon the windows (which, I 
remember, used to be a favorite school-exercise 
with me at Mr. Wells's), and shaped out a lit- 
tle poem, which I shall send you for the " Stand- 
ard " if it ever gets upon paper. At any rate, I 
shall send something before long. ... 

Affectionately yours, 

J. R. L. 

To the Same 

Elmwood, April 20, 1 8 5 1 . 

My dear Sydney, — Edward Davis writes us 
that he wishes we could persuade you to go 
to Italy with us — to " go along," as the Phil- 
adelphians say — if Lizzie will pardon me. 
Would there be any use in our trying ? There 
is nothing I should like better. (Maria has writ- 



256 LETTERS [1851 

ten a letter to Lizzie which I did not see — so 
if I say anything over again you must forgive it.) 
We are going in a fine ship which will sail from 
Boston on the ist July. She was built for a 
packet, has fine accommodations, and will land 
us at Genoa — a very fit spot for us New- 
Worlders to land at and make our first dis- 
covery of the Old. 

A Casdlla y a Leon 
(To Yankees also be it known) 
Nuevo mtindo di6 Colon ; 
And so we Western men owe a 
Kind of debt to Genoa. 

Also people can live like princes (only more 
respectably) in Italy on fifteen hundred a year. 
We are going to travel on our own land. That 
is, we shall spend at the rate of about ten acres 
a year, selling our birthrights as we go along for 
messes of European pottage. Well, Raphael 
and the rest of them are worth it. My plan is 
to sit down in Florence (where, at least, the 
coral and bells and the gutta-percha dogs will 
be cheaper) till I have cut my eye(talian) teeth. 
Tuscany must be a good place for that. Then I 
shall be able to travel about without being too 
monstrously cheated. Another inducement for 
you — the Brownings are living there, from 
whom (you will be pleased to hear) I got a kind 
message the other day through Charles Norton. 
Do you think the matter over, and be ready to 
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debate it when I come to New York, as I shall 
before I go, to bid you all good-by. 

We lost five trees by the gale last Wednes- 
day, all firs and fifty feet high. I saw one of 
them snap like a pipe-stem as I sat at breakfast. 
It is some consolation to think that they were 
upset by the heaviest blow ever known in these 
parts. I also had my personal losses by the 
storm, though not recorded by the " Cambridge 
Chronicle," which contained a sublime descrip- 
tion of the flood, and how it stood several feet 
deep on Magazine Street, and which almost shed 
tears over the architectural wreck of dozens of 
those little square edifices which adorn the rear 
of every Grecian temple in Cambridgeport. I 
lost a hayrick. It must have presented a mag- 
nificent spectacle, and I regret that its struggles 
and final downfall were not witnessed by the ed- 
itor of the " Chronicle," who would have de- 
scribed it epically. Think of me in future as 
one of the suflFerers by the Great Storm. I was 
thinking of getting up a corporation for the 
purchase ofmash-graasSy but that is all over now. 

I have written some verses which I enclose 
— but suppose they are too late for this week's 
" Standard." If not, let them go in, or somebody 
else may forestall my market. I agonized to 
write something about the kidnapping of Sims, 
but the aflPair was so atrocious that I could not 
do it. The flax-cotton is a great thing. You 
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remember " Schmelzle's Journey to Flatz " 
(Richter), and how he read at last in a chiemical 
work that by a simple process the oxygen might 
be extracted from the air, and instantly was hor- 
ror-struck at the thought that some chemist in 
New Holland might at that very moment be 
perfecting an experiment by which all the oxygen 
should be discharged from the atmosphere, and 
so, whit ! we all perish ? Well this reminds one 
of it. Claussen with his stem of flax and his 
three or four phials there in his closet has fairly 
taken the oxygen out of the air on which slavery 
(and proslavery) lives. . . . 

Ever yours, 

J. R. L. 

To Francis G. Shaw 

Rome, 1851. 

Dear Frank, — 

While this I scribble, I *m sitting for my picture 
(And, to tell the honest truth, much rather would be kicked 

your 
Obedient, humble servant) to a gentleman named Kneeland ' 
(Page will tell you who he is), and at present cannot see land. 
Tossed, as in a vile French steamer, on a cross sea of en- 
deavor 
To get into an attitude at once sublime and clever. 
That shall give to whoso sees it no trouble in supposing 
'T is an epic or a tragedy that I am just composing. 
To while away the time with ; but, in fact, though he don't 

know it, 
I 'm at work in my vocation, as a bored satiric poet, 

I Not the true name. 
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In taking off my taker-off who groweth dull and duller 

'Twixt studying my attitudes and lecturing me on color ; 

Out of which series number one (of to-be-published lectures) 

I, with such grapnels as I had, have fished these two con- 
jectures : 

First — that black's truly white (or somehow so), and 
second — 

That Newton did not know so much as commonly is reck- 
oned. 

Thus, while through mist-abysses I 'm gradually sinking. 

He wishes me to look (d* ye see?) as 'twere profoundly 
thinking. 

That he may paint me, not as if I were a bale of cloth or 

A log of wood, but rather as a poet and an author ; 

So, while he shifts from chair to chair, considering my atti- 
tude, 

I take my pen (at his request) and thus display my gratitude. 

He 's a man of some perception (though he will call project 

progic), ^ / . . 

Tells me that fancy in my make 's subordinate to logic. 
That my mental current 's equable, not torrent-like nor lazy. 
And that to paint me as a bard deliberately going crazy 
And pouncing on a stanza as a hawk would on his quarry. 
Would not -express my character, for which I 'm truly sorry. 
Since he must paint me as I am (you will perceive), and so it 
Will not appear to future times that I, as fits a poet. 
Had not, 'mongst my other faculties, the chief one of insanity. 
Meanwhile, revolving round me still, as if he were a planet, 

he 
Informs me he 's approaching now a definite conception. 
Wants me to cock my head a bit, and try by self-deception 
To make myself believe that e'en this moment in my occiput 
I lay the keel and shape the ribs, and on the mental stocks I 

put 
Some mighty ship of thought, some seventy-four-like notion. 
That one day shall float proudly on the literary ocean. 
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In truth, I 'm vainly tiying to hit on lomething that wiU stop 

his 
Morphean style of lecturing^ in sentences like poppies. 
Which has already put to sleep one leg and, slowly rising. 
Will soon o'erpower the rest of me, all senses magnetizing. 
He has begun the drawing now, and, in a kind of dark hole 
Behind a half-closed shutter, has made a mark with charcoal 
For me (whene'er I cease to write) to ^ my thought-rapt 

eyes on 
(That 's his phrase), while he sits at ease and (devil take 

him !) tries on 
One posture after t* other with a burnt stick that goes gritting. 
Grit, gritting o'er the canvas, till I fancy I am sitting 
Upon my own nerves somehow, with their sharp points all 

turned upward. 
And more edge upon my teeth than the vision of a cupboard 
Full of vinegar and oysters would put upon a poor soul's 
Who 'd been starving in the desert till the dirtiest of Moor's 

holes 
(Where dried barley could be got with a little salt to put 

on it) 
Would seem a branch from Paradise with its ambrosial fruit 

on it. 

To C. F. Briggs 

Elmwood, November zi, 1852. 

My dear Friend, — . . . I am very well and 
rather older — more inclined to stay in the quiet, 
if it may be, and lead purely a life of letters. . . . 
I have written nothing since I left home except 
a few letters and a journal now and then. I have 
been absorbing. I have studied Art to some 
purpose, and like Page's pictures better than 
ever. Him I saw first in Florence. I went to 
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the Uffizi and passed him without knowing him. 
All his beautiful hair was cut short, and the top 
of his head getting bare. After I had passed, I 
heard him step back from his picture and re- 
cognized the tread. He was copying Titian as 
he was never copied before. I used to see pic- 
ture an4 copy side by side — too severe a test — 
but his copies will bear it. He spent the winter 
in Florence and I in Rome, whither he goes this 
autumn. Rome is the only place for him. Few 
people stop long in Florence, and few orders 
are given there — in Rome a great many. I saw 
him next in Venice, where he was making two 
wonderful sketches of the " Assumption " and of 
the " Presentation in the Temple of the Virgin." 
We were together all the time nearly — in the 
gallery of the Academy, in the gondola^ and at 
the Piazza in the evenings. He is just the same 
noble, great man, and as fanatical about a certain 
person's poems as ever. He has become some- 
thing of a Swedenborgian, and finds great com- 
fort in the inspired Bacon's writings. . . . 
I am as ever most affectionately your friend, 

J. R. L. 

To Mrs. Francis G. Shaw 

Elmwood, January 11, 1853. 

My dear Sarah, — You know that I promised 
solemnly to write you a letter from Switzerland, 
and therefore, of course, I did n't do it. These 
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epistolary promises to pay always do (or at least 
always ought to) come back protested. A letter 
ought always to be the genuine and natural 
flower of one's disposition — proper both to the 
writer and the season — and none of your tur- 
nip japonicas cut laboriously out of a cheap and 
flabby material. Then, when you have sealed it 
up, it comes out fresh and fragrant. I do not 
like shuttle-cock correspondences. What is the 
use of our loving people if they can't let us owe 
them a letter ? if they can't be sure we keep on 
loving them if we don't keep sending an ac- 
knowledgment under our hands and seals once 
a month ? As if there -were a statute of limita- 
tions for aflFection ! The moment Love begins 
to think of Duty, he may as well go hang him- 
self with his own bow-string. All this means 
that if I should never write you another letter 
(which is extremely likely), and we should never 
meet again till I drop in upon you some day in 
another planet, I shall give an anxious look at 
myself in the mirror (while I am waiting for 
you to come down), and shall hear the flutter 
of your descending wings with the same admir- 
ing expectation as I should now listen for your 
foot upon the stairs. . . . 

Now, the reason I am writing to you is this : 
I spent Sunday with Edmund Quincy at Ded- 
ham, and, as I came back over the rail yester- 
day, I was roused from a reverie by seeing 
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" West Roxbury Station " written up over the 
door of a kind of Italian villa at which we 
stopped. I almost twisted my head off looking 
for the house on the hill. There it stood in 
mourning still, just as Frank painted it. The 
color suited my mood exactly. The eyes of the 
house were shut, the welcoming look it had was 
gone ; it was dead. I am a Platonist about 
houses. They get to my eye a shape from the 
souls that inhabit them. My friends' dwellings 
seem as peculiar to them as their bodies, looks, 
and motions. People have no right to sell their 
dead houses ; they should burn them as they 
used to burn corpses. Suppose these bodies of 
ours could be reinhabited, and that our heirs 
could turn an honest penny (as American heirs 
certainly would) by disposing of them by auc- 
tion. How could we endure to see Miss Amelia 
Augusta Smith's little soul giggling out of those 
sacred caves where we had been wont to catch 
glimpses of the shrinking Egeria of refined and 
noble womanhood? With what horror should 
we hear the voice that had thrilled us with song, 
startled us with ambushes of wit, or softened us 
with a sympathy that made us feel somehow 
as if our mother's tears were mixed with its 
tones — I say, with what horror should we hear 
it using all its pathos and all its melodious 
changes for the cheapening of a tarlatan muslin 
or the describing the dress that Eliza Ann wore 
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at her wedding ! I was too far off, thank God, 
to see Mrs. Smith looking out of your dead 
house's windows, but I mused of these things 
as the train rolled on, and caught fragments of 
the vapid talk of a couple on the seat before me. 
I have buried that house now and flung my 
pious handful of earth over it and set up a head- 
stone — and I shall never look up to the hill- 
top again, let me pass it never so often. But 
I resolved to write a letter to its departed 
spirit. 

... It is hard writing at such a distance. 
If one be in good spirits, and write a nice, plea- 
sant, silly letter, it may find those to whom it 
goes on the other side of the world in the midst 
of a new sorrow, and will be as welcome as a 
half-tipsy wedding-guest at a funeral. The 
thing which everybody here is talking about is 
the Tippers. The Rappers are considered quite 
slow nowadays. Tables speak as inspired, con- 
solatory nothings are literally delivered ex cathe- 
dra. Bores whom we thought buried out of the 
way long ago revive in washstands and bedsteads. 
Departed spirits still rule us — but no longer 
metaphorically from their urns — they speak to 
us through the excited centre-table. I have 
heard of a particular teapoy that was vehement, 
slowly argumentative, blandly sympathetic, 
wildly romantic, and all with its legs alone. 
Little did John Chinaman dream what he was 
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of the fancy, and can, by means of him, expose 
all his pleasant weak points and silly little tastes 
and whimwhams without egotism. Hence Bick- 
erstafF, De Coverley, Mr. Shandy, GeoflFrey 
Crayon, Teufelsdrockh, and the rest. It is 
worth considering. Talk it over with the Pil- 
grim,' who is good at names. Give my best 
regards to him. I liked him as I do not often 
like new acquaintances. . . . 

God bless you, 

J. iv. Lt, 

To the Same 

Elm WOOD, June 10, 1853. 

My dear Friend, — Of course I am sorry that 
" Our Own " has not succeeded, the more so as 
I was beginning to hope, from some things I 
heard, that folks were getting to like it better. 
For all that, I cannot give up fancying that 
there is good in it — and I can bear this kind 
of cross as well as most people. My counsel is 
not to print any more of it. That it should be 
damned is nothing. I could print it, as Fielding 
did one of his stupid farces, with " as it was 
d — d in Putnam's Magazine " on the title-page. 
But I could not bear to have you go on pub- 
lishing it to the detriment of the magazine, 
merely out of friendship to me. You have no 

» George William Curtis, then associated with Mr. Briggs 
in the editorship of Putnam'' s Magazine, 
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right to, for you are a trustee, and your first 
duty is to Putnam. I thank God for giving 
me at least this talent — that I love my friends 
better than I do my own pride, and can almost 
persuade myself that I love them nearly as well 
as my interest. There is no spatula with which 
you can hold the Public's tongue while you 
force things down their throat, and if there were 
there would be no use in it. These rubs, I fancy, 
brighten a man's wits, and may help to let him 
know if his mind be an Aladdin's lamp with 
which he can build palaces, or mere Brummagem 
which shows the copper the more you scour. 
At any rate, it is a charming provision of nature 
that all such adventures end, like FalstafF's scene 
with Prince Hal, in our thinking better of our- 
selves for valiant lions ever after. The chief 
result of the affair will be that I shall add to a 
letter which I wrote yesterday to Story, in which 
I spoke of " Our Own," this P. S. : "I just 
hear from Briggs that it is irretrievably damned." 
Conclusum est de illo — periit. 

Meanwhile the thing has done me good al- 
ready. It has given me something which I have 
a right to be annoyed at and so relieved me of 
some imaginary stuff that darkened my mind. 
I do honestly feel more troubled on your ac- 
count than my own, for I am sensible that I 
have disappointed a hope you had that I might 
be of service to you in a way that would be 
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profitable to myself. I am in the position of a 
man who has allowed a note to be protested 
which has been endorsed by a friend. I owe 
you a large debt of affection and friendship, and, 
as I cannot pay you in any other way, I must 
even do it in kind — not a bad way neither, for 
it is a currency rarer, as this world goes, than 
pine-tree shillings of the first issue. Authors 
ought certainly to be as sensible as shopkeepers, 
and to know that if the public does not want 
their wares, it will not buy them any the sooner 
for being called fool and blockhead. There 
may be a satisfaction in it, but it will not help 
pay a quarter's rent. The best way is to take 
down sign, shut up shop, and go westward where 
there are fresh fields and pastures new, and both 
fortune and health to be dug from the soil. 
My West is to be found in a course of lectures, 
which I have already been paid for, and which 
I am to deliver before the Lowell Institute next 
winter. I dare say they will be all the better 
for my having some of my conceit knocked out 
of me, and I can revenge myself on the dead 
poets for the injuries received by one whom the 
public won't allow among the living. I have 
also got so far as to have written the first chap- 
ter of a prose book — a sort of New England 
autobiography, which may turn out well, and I 
have the "Nooning" to finish — which shall 
turn out well. 
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that pleases us and our knowing the old friend 
by his first note. I fancy it is the same with 
poets, and that the man who can contrive to get 
himself into his verses, no matter how small he 
is, will live with the best of them. ... 

Ever most affectionately yours (though d — d), 

J. R. L. 
T'o the Same 

September J ^853. 

... I have corrected " Moosehead," stricken 
out a sentence or two, added an exculpatory 
colophon, and you have it with this. I notice 
a suspicious "2d " on the leaves of the last half. 
Don't cut it in halves. It will make but eleven 
pages, and is much better all together. If it is 
dull, the public won't thank you for making 
two doses of it ; if entertaining, they will be glad 
to have it all at once. . . . 

The October number has n't come yet, and 
we miss it — as it is the only periodical we 
have. Of September I got two copies, and you 
may think if I get twelve in the year it is all 
right. I wish to see Maria's poem. She is 
quite cutting me out as a poet — though she 
laughs when I tell her so, God bless her ! But 
I am going to astonish you (and everybody 
else, except Page) one of these days, my boy. 
I am beginning, I hope, to find out that I can 
work. Laziness has ruined me hitherto. 

Ever lovingly yours, Cobus. 
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To the Same 

October 6, 1853. 

... I have copied a poem of Maria's which 
it would be a great pleasure to me to see in the 
next number. The delight which it gives me 
to see them printed and liked is a great plea- 
sure to her. And it gives her something to 
think about — a sort of tie to this world, as it 
were. I cannot bear to write it, but she is very 
dangerously \\\r — growing weaker and weaker. 
You must give my best regards to Curtis, and 
say that I must give up the hope of a visit 
from him this autumn. 

Will you also send me whatever is due to 
her for the other poem ? — for she would like 
to spend it for something. 

It is only within the last week that I have 
realized the danger. She has been so often ill 
and rallied from it that I supposed she would 
soon begin to get better. But there seems no 
force left now. 

I understand now what is meant by " the 
waters have gone over me." Such a sorrow 
opens a door clear down into one's deepest 
nature that he had never suspected before. 
God bless you. 

Ever yours, 

J. R. Lowell. 
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No greater natural sorrow can befall a man 
than that which came to Lowell in the death 
of his wife. But he was not broken down by it. 
His temperament was too healthy, his charac- 
ter too strong to allow him to give way to de- 
spair. Of his four children, one little girl was 
left to him, for whose sake he must live. He 
sought distraction in work, and employed him- 
self in writing. For the sake of change of scene 
and air, he spent the next summer on the sea- 
shore at Beverly. In the autumn he set to 
work upon a series of twelve lectures on the 
English Poets, to be read at the Lowell Insti- 
tute in Boston, in the winter. His powers of 
critical appreciation and reflection were dis- 
played to advantage in these lectures. No such 
discourses had been heard in America. They 
added greatly to his reputation as critic, scholar, 
and poet. In January, 1855, ^^ was appointed 
to the professorship of " French and Span- 
ish Languages and Literatures, and Belles- 
Lettres," in Harvard College — a chair to which 
its previous occupants, Ticknor and Longfel- 
low, had given the highest distinction. He ac- 
cepted the place with the condition that, before 
entering on its duties, he should spend a year 
or more in Europe, for the purpose of making 
special preparatory studies. 



\ 
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to believe without sight, and all the unmeta- 
physical simplicity of faith to distinguish be- 
tween fact and fancy. I know that the little 
transparent film which covers the pupil of my 
eye is the only wall between her world and 
mine, but that hairbreadth is as effectual as the 
space between us and the sun. I cannot see her, 
I cannot feel when I come home that she comes 
to the door to welcome me as she always did. 
I can only hope that when I go through the 
last door that opens for all of us I may hear 
her coming step upon the other side. That her 
death was so beautiful and calm and full of faith 
as it was gives me no consolation, for it was only 
that rare texture of her life continuing to the 
very end, and makes me feel all the more what 
I had and what I have not. 

I began this upon a great sheet because it 
reminded me of the dear old times that are dead 
and buried now. But I cannot write much 
more. I keep myself employed most of the 
time — in something mechanical as much as 
possible — and in walking. . . . 

You say something of coming to Boston. I 
wish I could see you. It would be a great com- 
fort. ... 

I am glad for your friendly sake that my ar- 
ticle was a popular one, but the news of it only 
pained me. It came too late to please the only 
human being to please whom I greatly cared 
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and whose satisfaction was to me prosperity and 
fame. But her poem — how beautiful it was, 
and how fitting for the last ! . . . 

So God bless you, and think of me always as 
your more loving friend, 

J. R. L. 

To C. E. Norton 

February i, 1854. 

An ode of thanks for certain cigars, of which 
I am now smoking the third and find them 
excellent. 

Luck, my dear Norton, still makes shifts 
To mix a moral with her gifts. 
Which he may find who duly sifts. 

Sweets to the sweet — behold the clue ! 
Why not, then, new things to the gnu. 
And trews to Highland clansmen true ? 

'T was thus your kindly thought decreed 
These weeds to one who is indeed. 
And feels himself, a very weed, — 

A weed from which, when bruised and shent. 
Though some faint perfume may be rent. 
Yet oftener much without a cent. 

But imp, O Muse, a stronger wing 
Mount, leaving self below, and sing 
What thoughts these Cuban exiles bring! 
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He that knows aught of mythic lore 
Knows how god Bacchus wandered o'er 
The earth, and what strange names he bore. 

The Bishop of Avranches supposes 
That all these large and varying doses 
Of fable mean naught else than Moses ; 

But, waiving doubts, we surely know 
He taught mankind to plough and sow^ 
And, from the Tigris to the Po 

Planted the vine ; but, of his visit 
To this our Hemisphere, why is it 
We have no statement more explicit ? 

He gave to us a leaf divine 
More grateful to the serious Mne 
Than fierce inspirings of the vine. 

And, that he loved it more, this proved, — 
He gave his name to what he loved. 
Distorted now, but not removed. 

Tobacco, sacred herb, though lowly, 

BafBes old Time the tyrant wholly 

And makes him turn his hour-glass slowly ; 

Nay, makes, as 'twere, of every glass six. 
Whereby we beat the heathen classics 
With their weak Chians and their Massics. 

These gave his glass a quicker twist. 
And flew the hours like driving mist. 
While Horace drank and Lesbia kissed. 
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How are we gainers, when all 's done. 
If Life's swift clepsydra have run 
With wine for water ? 'T is all one. 

But this rare plant delays the stream 
(At least if things are what they seem) 
Through long eternities of dream. 

What notes the antique Muse had known 
Had she, instead of oat-straws, blown 
Our wiser pipes of clay or stone ! 

Rash song, forbear ! Thou canst not hope. 
Untutored as thou art, to cope 
With themes of such an epic scope. 

Enough if thou give thanks to him 

Who sent these leaves (forgive the whim) 

Plucked from the dream- tree's sunniest limb. 

My gratitude feels no eclipse ; 
For I, whate'er my other slips. 
Shall have his kindness on my lips. 

The prayers of Chrisdan, Turk, and Jew 
Have one sound up there in the blue. 
And one smell all their incense, too. 

Perhaps that smoke with incense ranks 
Which curls from 'mid life's jars and clanks, 
Gracefiil with happiness and thanks. 

I pledge him, therefore, in a pufF — 
A rather frailish kind of stuff. 
But still professional enough. 
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Hock-cups breed hiccups ; let us feel 
The god along our senses steal 
More nobly and without his reel. 

Each temperately ^hzccy plenus. 
May no grim fate of doubtful genus 
E'er blow the smallest cloud between us. 

And, as his gift I shall devote 

To fire and o'er their ashes gloat, — 

Let him do likewise with this note. 

J. R. L. 

To C. F. Briggs 

Elmwood, February 8, 1854. 

. . • I have an essay on" Cambridge Twenty 
Years Ago," which I would finish for you if you 
wished it. It is better than that Moosehead 
thing, and Maria liked it. Of course, I had 
rather you should print it than any one else. . . . 

Curtis has been here and^ was as delightful 
as could be. He is a most charming compan- 
ion, and his mind works so easily. I think his 
" Castle-building " one of the best essays I ever 
read — I don't care by what author. . . . 

I'd the Same 

Elm WOOD, February 15, 1854. 

My dear old Friend, — ... As for the 
poem I sent, as it is too late for March I care 
no more about it. But you are all wrong in the 
matter. It is good and you will think so one of 
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these days. You see how obstinate I am. I 
really do not care for anybody's opinion but my 
own — good opinion I mean — and, thank God ! 
I have never got that yet. Of course, I should 
like popularity if I could get it — the grapes are 
not sour; on the contrary, no one can enjoy 
more heartily than I do thesweetness of Curtis's, 
who is eating them now with the bloom on, 
pulpy and full of sun. It is a pleasure to me to 
see him — for he will never be so happy again. 
The grape disease gets hold of all but this first 
crop. Popularity is as good for an author as the 
good-will of an audience to a speaker. It is his 
magnetism, and he lives and writes with the force 
of all his admirers — or, any rate, I should. . . . 

If I can, I will write something about Clough, 
for I love him and would like to do him a ser- 
vice in an honest way. You can do penance by 
praising him for your (I don't mean your, but 
your magazine's) article about Alexander Smith, 
whose book is no more a poem than a brush-heap 
is a tree. However, poor fellow, he is done fon 
He has announced another volume, and, as he 
can't come up to what was sai^ of his first, it 
will be counted a failure if ever so good. He 
has been launched as I have seen boys launch 
their little vessels — with so strong a push as to 
run wholly under water. 

I liked your article about the theatre very 
much, and I wish you would do your Swift. 
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That would be excellent, I know. Why not 
make it a short Life, which is still a great de- 
sideratum ? I liked Curtis's " Chateaux " too. 
It is the best essay you have printed in " Put- 
nam." I think it more natural than his" Potiphar 
Papers," or, rather, the characters all existing 
and moving in that half-ideal air which is proper 
to the essay, we do not demand in them so much 
sharpness of outline and truth to every day 
as is essential in stories of life and the world. 
In the essay the characters ought to be Ideas talk- 
ing — but the fault of the " Potiphar Papers " 
seems to me to be that in them also there are 
dialogizing and monologizing thoughts, but not 
flesh and blood enough. In Dickens, the lower 
part of " the World " is brought into the Police 
Court, as it were, and there, after cross-examina- 
tion, discharged or committed, as the case may 
be. The characters are real and low, but they 
are facts. That is one way. Thackeray's is an- 
other and better. One of his books is like a 
Dionysius ear, through which you hear the 
World talking, entirely unconscious of being 
overheard. 



• •• 



To Miss Loring 

Elmwood, February 23, 1854. 

... I have been working like a dog (as the 
proverb is, though I never saw any very indus- 
trious members of that family), driven to it by 
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the two strongest motives, need of occupation 
and of money. 

The first half of my travels to Subiaco * will 
be printed in " Graham " next month. . . . 

"To the Same 

Elmwood, May 29, 1854. 

... Is not all this about that poor fugitive 
Burns nasty? I can find no other word. I do 
not like to think that the natural instincts of 
Massachusetts are all snobbish, but it would 
take a good deal to convince me that they are 
not. They seem to take a positive pleasure in 
doing anything for a man whom they think an 
aristocrat ; and while the Virginia newspapers 
are descanting on the meritoriousness of shoot- 
ing Yankee schoolmasters, they are inviting a 
Virginia slave-hunter to dinner. By St. Paul! 
if things go on and the old Puritan spirit once 
get up again (if it be not dead), we may send 
them schoolmasters such as Oliver sent to 
Ireland. . . . 

T^o F. H. Underwood 

Beverly, Tuesday, 
July the somethingth (1854). 

My dear Underwood, — I have just come 
out of a fog and become part of the creation 

» A part of " Leaves from My JoumaL" 
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again. For two days you could not see your 
hand before your face, unless you held it there; 
and although a dense vapor went drifting by all 
the time, yet, in the words of King James Fifth's 
ballad, 

" Nothing was gone that could be mist.** 

To-day is as fine as can be, with a great lazy, 
hazy sea, and just enough fishing-boats to be 
picturesque without suggesting too vividly the 
idea of labor. The shadows of the white sails 
of immovable schooners fade immeasurably to- 
wards me over the varnished sea. It has not 
gone eight bells yet ! ! (Is not that a fine touch 
of maritime description, that last ? God knows 
we have nothing in the house but one Connec- 
ticut clock that strikes on a spring in the briskly 
funereal manner that characterizes the time- 
pieces from that locality — as if another hour 
were dead, and \ye must say a moral word or 
two, and then bury him out of the way as soon 
as possible.) The consequence of its not having 
gone eight bells is that I am hitherto breakfast- 
less, and with all the appetite incident to this 
maritime life. The tide is running out (that is 
one of our events) and the wind Sothe West by 
Sothe. 

I don't know if you will ever get this. We 
were blockaded entirely by the fog. The last 
newspaper I saw was the " Liberator," and that 
inclines me to think that Boston has by this 
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time met the fate of Sodom. When I come up 
to Commencement I expect to be ferried over 
a lake Asphaltites, where that once happy cap- 
ital stood, and I will get the ferryman to rake 
a little with a boat-hook in the neighborhood 
of Phillips & Sampson's.' ... 

I am in Cambridge to-morrow and next day, 
and shall see you, I hope. I will then arrange 
for your coming down hither. I have to write 
in haste, to send by a coach that passes. 

Remember me to Mrs. Underwood, and be- 
lieve me always yours, 

J. R. L. 

"To Miss Norton 

[Beverly] Ship Underhill, Eldredge, Mistress, 

Lat. 40° 20', Long, (bad observation). 

Islands of Sirens bearing E.S.E.2^ miles. 

August 14, 1854. 

... If I may trust a rather poor memory — 
without a book to make a crutch of — I ought 
to thank you for having given me so happy an 
example of the force of habit. Some four thou- 
sand years ago the fountain of Arethusa went 
down near Eleusis (?) and came up at Syracuse 
in Sicily, and now, translated to America and 
tolerably well bound, it has contrived to do the 
same thing between Shady Hill and Newport. 
I am quite content. I could not have a better 

» A publishing house, in whose business Mr. Underwood 
was engaged. 
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minister resident, nor one less intrusive, only 
reminding you of me when you choose to give 
an audience, and then always saying better 
things than I could. So pray do not give her 
her passports yet. I shall bring the ** Conver- 
sations " when I am happy enough to come 
myself. 

Now — in order that you may not fancy (as 
most persons who go to. Rhode Island do) that 
Newport is the only place in the world where 
there is any virtue in salt water — I will say a 
word or two of Beverly. Country and seashore 
are combined here in the most charming way. 
Find the Yankee word for Sorrento, and you 
have Beverly — it is only the Bay of Naples 
translated into the New England dialect. The 
ocean and the forest are not estranged here, and 
the trees trust themselves down to the water's 
edge most confidingly. In some places the ivy 
plays in the air and the kelp in the water, like 
children of different ranks making shy advances 
to each other. Close behind us rises a rocky 
hill, and the pine woods begin — wonderful 
woods, called Witch Woods by the natives be- 
cause it is so easy to lose your way in them. 
All through them strange rocks bulge out — 
amphibious-looking hybrids between seashore 
and inland — their upper edges fringed lightly 
with ferns that seem to entangle the sunshine 
and hold it fast, and their bases rough with 
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at the foot of a bay, across the mouth of which 
lies a line of islands — some bare rock, some 
shrubby, and some wooded. These are the 
true islands of the Sirens. One has been dis- 
enchanted by a great hotel, to which a steam- 
boat runs innumerably every day with a band 
— the energetic boong ! boong ! — boonglboong ! 
'boong! — of the bass drum being all we hear. 
Our sunset is all in the southeast, and every 
evening the clouds and islands bloom and the 
slow sails are yellowed and the dories become 
golden birds swinging on the rosy water. 

Well, well, after all, I am only saying that 
Nature is here as well as at Newport, and that 
she has not lost her knack at miracles. But at 
Newport you have no woods, and ours are so 
grand and deep and unconverted ! They have 
those long pauses of conscious silence that are 
so fine, as if the spirit that inhabits them were 
hiding from you and holding its breath — and 
then all the leaves stir again, and the pines 
cheat the rocks with their mock surf, and that 
invisible bird that haunts such solitudes calls 
once and is answered, and then silence again. 
I would not have told you how much better 
this is than your Rhode Island glories, only 
that you Newport folks always seem a little (I 
must go to my Yankee) stuck up^ as if Newport 
were all the world, and you the saints that had 
inherited it. But I hope to see you and New- 
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port soon, and I will be lenient. You shall find 
in me the Beverly grandeur of soul which can 
acknowledge alien merit. 

"To Evert A. Duyckinck ' 

Elm WOOD, December 6, 1854. 

Dear Sir, — My having been away from 
home all the summer has delayed the printing 
of the memorial volume I wrote to you about. 
It is now in the press and will be finished by 
January at farthest, I hope. I shall send you 
a copy at once, or, if necessary, I will send 
advance sheets.* 

All that was written of Lady Digby, all that 
Taylor said of the Countess of Carbery, and 
Donne of Elizabeth Drury — belongs as well 
to her, she was so beautiful and good. 

She was born 8th July, 1821, 
Married 26th Deer., 1844, 

And went home 27th Oct., 1853. 

" The Pilgrim they laid in a large upper 
chamber whose windows opened toward the 

' This letter with seven others addressed to Mr. Duyckinck 
was printed in the Bulletin of the New York Public Library 
for October, 1900. 

2 The volume referred to is The Poems of Maria Lowell^ 
printed in a small edition for private circulation, Mr. Duyck- 
inck was engaged on his well-known and useful Cyclopaedia of 
American Literature, published in 1855, ^^^ Lowell desired 
that something of his wife's writing should be included in it. 
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sunrising : and the name of the chamber was 
Peace." 

There is something I have often had upon 
]my] heart to say to you, and I will say it here. 
'.'. mean about my quarrel with Mr. Mathews.' 
I knew that he had done me a great injustice 
about a matter very trifling in itself. I knew 
that he had assailed me in print, and I retaliated 
as I would not do now. The traditions of lit- 
erary animosities would justify all I did and 
more, but my heart has never justified it, and I 
have been sorry for it more times than I can 
think of since. But when I wrote the Fable for 
Critics I had no thought of publishing it. The 
greater part of it was written in a week and for 
my own amusement. I was full of animal spirits 
and thoughtless, and so it all came about. I 
know that these repentances are the rods for our 
youthful indiscretions, and that it is our penance 
that we can never recall what we have done. 
But at least I feel better for having said I did 
wrong, and for holding out my hand at length 
for reconciliation. It goes against my pride a 
little and so much the better. 

As for any extracts, of which you speak, I 
think you had better exercise your own judg- 
ment. It is hardly safe to leave it to an author's 
own vanity — and I do not know how much 
space you can give. 

' Mr. Cornelius Mathews, a prolific writer, whose works 
are seldom read. 
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You will be pleased, I think, to hear that I 
have been editing Andrew Marvell's Poems for 
Little & Brown. I have spent a good deal of 
thought and labor on the text and it is not much 
to say that it will [be] the most correct yet. I 
am now at work upon Donne. . . . 

Very truly yours, 

J. R. Lowell. 

To W. J. Stillman 

Grub Street, December 7, 1854. 

My dear Sir, — I am sorry to have kept 
your proofs so long, but I was absent from home 
the day they came. 

I don't know now whether I sent the right 
part of the poem.' But I wished to give you 
the most palletty part first, and am now so over- 
whelmed with Lectures and Grub Street that I 
have literally not time to copy the introductory 
verses describing the island. But, my dear sir, 
if Bryant has given you a poem you should put 
that in your first number by all means. It will 
do you more good than many of mine, and your 

^ Mr. Stillman was about to begin the publication of the 
Crayon y a weekly journal of art and literature, and the poem 
here referred to was entitled ** My Appledore Gallery.'* 
This poem now appears, in part, in Lowell's Works as 
*« Pictures from Appledore." The Crayon was the most able 
and interesting journal of the kind ever published in America. 
Its volumes have a permanent value, but are now hard to 
obtain. 
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first duty is to your Crayon-child, wherever you 
are not obliged to sacrifice any principle to it. 
Don't mind me in the least. / wish your jour- 
nal to succeed. Remember that success is the 
only atmosphere through which your ideas will 
look lovely to the public you wish to influence. 
Bryant's name will help you more than mine, 
therefore take him first. Not that I like to 
give up my place on board at the launch neither, 
for I am sure it will be a graceful one. 

You must n't talk about Christmas gifts and 
things. I shall think you mean to keep me in 
Grub Street in spite of myself. I positively will 
not be paid in any way, if I may say so after be- 
ing more than paid by your beautiful drawings, 
which Mabel likes as much as I do, and de- 
clares a preference for the larger one — " On 
the . . . " — I can't make out the name — but 
I shall call it the Lethe, that drowsy water with 
tree-dreams in it — so smooth and sleek and 
soaked with sun, it seems a drink of it would 
quench the thirst of all sad memories. Only no 
Lethe can, for we are our own saddest memories 
— a hundred a day. I thank you for them most 
heartily and for your letter as well. I am glad 
you had a pleasant day here. / had, and you 
made me fifteen years younger while you stayed. 
When a man gets to my age enthusiasms don't 
often knock at the door of his garret. I am all 
the more charmed with them when they come. 
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A youth full of such pure intensity of hope and 
faith and purpose — what is he but the breath 
of a resurrection-trumpet to us stiffened old fel- 
lows, bidding us up out of our clay and earth 
if we would not be too late ! 

Your inspiration is still to you a living mis- 
tress — make her immortal in her promptings 
and her consolations by imaging her truly in art. 
Mine looks at me with eyes of paler flame and 
beckons across a gulf. You came into my lone- 
liness like an incarnate aspiration. And it is 
dreary enough sometimes^ for a mountain-peak 
on whose snow your foot makes the first mor- 
tal print is not so lonely as a room full of 
happy faces from which one is missing forever. 
This was originally the fifth stanza of " The 
Windharp " : 

O tress ! that so oft on my heart hast lain. 

Rocked to rest within rest by its thankful beating. 

Say, which is harder — to bear the pain 

Of laughter and light, or to wait in vain 

'Neath the unleaved tree the impossible meeting ? 

If Death's lips be icy. Life gives, I wis. 

Some kisses more clay-cold and darkening than his ! 

Forgive me, but you spoke of it first. 

I have done better than send you a poem — 
I have got you — a subscriber ! On this mo- 
mentous topic I shall enlarge no further than 
to say that I wish to be put on your list also 
in my capacity as gentleman and not author. 
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I will not be deadheaded. I respect my pro- 
fession too much. 

You may add a note, if you like, saying that 
Appledore is one of the Isles of Shoals, off 
Portsmouth, N. H., discovered by the great 
Captain Smith, and once named after him. A 
cairn on the apex of Appledore is said to be of 
his building. 

Heartily and hopefully yours, 

J. R. Lowell. 

To Miss Loring 

Elmwood, January 4, 1855. 

... I have been worked to death, and in 
wretched spirits about my lectures, which would 
not march as I wished them to, for all I could 
do. I am beginning now to be able to be car- 
ried away a little — so I may get something 
into them. . . . 

Man (or at any rate the subgenus Lowell) 
was not meant to earn his living-^— but won't 
I live when I get done with it ? By April first 
I shall be free — I shall have done making a 
fool of myself, and shall make April fools of 
other people with immense relish. . . . 

To W. y. Stillman 

Elmwood, January 11, 1855. 

My dear Friend, — I fear you have thought 
me very cold and ungrateful not to have an- 
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swered sooner (if it were only with God bless 
you !) your very kind and tender letter. I can- 
not say more of it than that it came to my 
heart like the words of a woman. I need not 
write how entirely grateful I am for it. 

I have delayed writing till I found a chance 
to copy some more " Appledore " for you. I 
have sent a tolerably long bit this time, for I 
suppose you will like something to fill up as 
much as may be. So look upon it as a large 
canvas that will, at least, cover bare wall. I 
have had your two drawings framed, and they 
hang up now on the inside of my door and 
please everybody that sees them, me above 
all. 

I have been so fearfully busy with my lec- 
tures ! And so nervous about them, too ! I 
had never spoken in public, there was a great 
rush for tickets (the lectures are gratis), only 
one in five of the applicants being supplied — 
and all together I was taken quite aback. I 
had no idea there would be such a desire to 
hear me. 

I delivered my first lecture to a crowded hall on 
Tuesday night, and I believe I have succeeded. 
The lecture was somewhat abstract, but I kept 
the audience perfectly still for an hour and a 
quarter. (They are in the habit of going out at 
the end of the hour.) I delivered it again yester- 
day afternoon to another crowd, and was equally 
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successful — so I think I am safe now. But I 
have six yet to write, and am consequently very 
busy and pressed for time. 

I felt anxious, of course, for I had a double 
responsibility. The lectures were founded by 
a cousin of mine, and the trustee is another 
cousin — so I wished not only to do credit to 
myself and my name, but to justify my relative 
in appointing me to lecture. 

It is all over now — and, as far as the public 
are concerned, I have succeeded; but the lec- 
tures keep me awake and make me lean. 

I am quite sensible now that I did not do 
Mr. Bryant justice in the " Fable." But there 
was no personal feeling in what I said — though 
I have regretted what I did say because it might 
seem personal. I am now asked to write a re- 
view of his poems for the " North American." 
If I do, I shall try to do him justice. 

I think he has been more fortunate in Flem- 
ish pictures than I if he does not find in 
"Appledore" a sentiment that is wanting in 
them. One of the best fragments is yet to 
come. 

Consider my immense occupation just now, 
and if I do not always write it, still believe that 
I am 

Always affectionately yours, 

J. R. Lowell. 
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3I9 the Same 

Elmwood, January 25, 1855. 

My dear Friend, — I came very near forget- 
ting my proof-sheets altogether, but I have de- 
livered five of my lectures now, and on Friday 
shall have half finished my course. Meanwhile 
I have only a week's start, so that I have to 
work hard — what with inevitable interruptions. 

I like Mr. " W. Sylvester's " poem very 
much indeed. I can only give my general feel- 
ing now. I will enter upon some particulars by 
and by. But I like it particularly, though — no, 
I was going to say that I was not sure that I 
accepted the philosophy of it ; but, on looking 
again, I find it stated with more limitation than 
I had supposed. 

Do not think that I feel the less interest in 
you and yours because I write such scrawls. I 
am not used to being tied to hours or driven. 
I have always waited upon the good genius — 
and he will not come for being sent after by 
express, so I am in 2i feeze half the time. 

I find the " Crayon " liked (as it deserves) by 
those I chance to see. . . . 

^0 the Same 

Elmwood, Monday [February y 1855]. 

... I shall have done grinding for the Phi- 
listines next Saturday, and it will give me, I 
need not say, the greatest pleasure to see you. 
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I dare say I was thinking of you the day you 
speak of — for I often do, busy as I am, and I 
have been meaning for some time to write you 
a word merely to say that Longfellow told me 
the other day that he would send you the first 
poem he had that was suitable for your purpose. 
Perhaps he has written ; if not, I shall be glad 
to be the herald. 

You will like to hear (but at present it is a 
semi-secret) that I am to be nominated next 
Thursday to fill Longfellow's place in the Col- 
lege. It was all very pleasant, for the place 
sought me, and not I it. 

I have only to deliver two courses of lectures 
in the year, have all the rest of my time to my- 
self, and the salary will make me independent. 
If the Overseers of the College confirm the 
appointment of the Corporation (of which there 
is little doubt) I shall go abroad for a year to 
Germany and Spain to acquire the languages. 

So by the time you come I shall probably 
be Professor Lowell at your service, and shall 
expect immense respect in consequence. Take 
care after that how you squire or mister me ! 

I have not discovered the dulness of the 
" Crayon," and only hope its point will be sharp 
enow to draw the public. 

If I go to Berlin, I will send you some 
sketches of the gallery there. Spain, too, is 
rich. . . . 
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to me that it was Saturday, that I was only 
twelve miles from Trenton Falls, and that I 
had no engagement till Monday evening. To 
the Falls, then, I would go and spend the Sun- 
day. Mr. Baggs assured me that it was in vain ; 
that Mr. Moore, at Trenton, would not " take 
anybody in " (so he dubiously phrased it) in 
winter ; and that I should have my cold drive 
for my pains. I had travelled enough not to 
take anything for granted, — so I hired a " cut- 
ter " and a pair of horses and a huge buffalo- 
skin coat to drive, and set out. It was snowy 
and blowy and cold, and part of the way the 
snow was level with the backs of the horses 
(Bison-skin had prophesied it, but I did not be- 
lieve till I saw) — think of it, on the 24th March ! 
One good remark came oat of the bison-skin 
on the way. A clumsy driver nearly ran into 
us, upon which Bison-skin, with some prelimi- 
nary observations which I omit, told his brother 
Jehu that " he did n't know no more 'n a last 
year's jackass ! " Imagine the state of mind of 
an immature animal of that species ! 

We drove fast in spite of the deep snow, for 
we " had the pootiest pair o' colts that went eout 
o' Utiky," and in aboGt an hour and a half drew 
up in front of the huge deserted hotel, its dark 
color looking drearier in contrast ^yith the white 
snow and under the gathering twilight. I tried 
the front door in vain. The roll of skins sug- 
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gested a door below. I went, knocked, and a 
grave, respectable man In black (looking not the 
least like an American landlord) opened the 
door and said, " Good-evening, sir/' 

"Good-evening, sir. Mr. Moore, I be- 
lieve ? " 

"That's my name, sir." 

" Can you lodge me till Monday ? " 

"We do not keep our house open in winter, 
and prefer to live privately, sir." 

This was said in such a quiet way that I saw 
there was nothing more to be said on the tavern 
side — so I changed my front. 

" I have seen the Falls several times in sum- 
mer, and thought I should like to see them in 
their winter fashions. They must be even more 
beautiful, I fancy. I hoped also to have a quiet 
Sunday here, after a week's railroading " — and 
I gave a despairing look at the gloomy weather 
and the heap of bison-skin. 

Mr. Moore loves his Falls, and I had touched 
him. 

" I will ask Mrs. Moore, and see what she 
says ; she will have all the trouble." 

He opened a door, said something I could not 
hear, and instantly a sweet, motherly voice said, 

" Certainly, by all means." 

" Mrs. Moore says she will be happy to have 
you stay. Walk in, sir. I will have your lug- 
gage attended to." 
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Meanwhile I had not told Mr. Moore mv 
name, of which (however illustrious) I feared he 
might never have heard, and there was no mark 
on trunk or carpet-bag by which he could dis- 
cover it. Presently we sat down to tea, and I 
was charmed with the gentle^ and affectionate 
atmosphere of the family. There was a huge 
son and two little girls and a boy — I wish 
Wendell Holmes could have seen them — the 
stoutest children I ever saw. Then there was 
a daughter-in-law — a very sweet-looking girl 
with her first child, a lovely baby of a year old 
who never cried. I know that first babies never 
do — but he never did. After tea Mr. Moore 
and I smoked and talked together. I found him 
a man with tastes for medals, pictures, engrav- 
ings, music, and fruit-culture. He played very 
well on a parlor-organ, and knew many artists 
whom I also knew. Moreover, he was a Unita- 
rian. So we got along nicely. Mrs. Moore was 
handsome and gentle. She was a granddaughter 
of Roger Sherman. After our cigars Mr. Moore 
showed me his books, and among others the 
" Homes of American Authors." He asked me 
if I had ever seen it. Here was a chance to in- 
troduce myself quietly. So I said, " Yes, and I 
will show you where I live." I showed him 
accordingly the print of Elmwood, and he grew 
more friendly than ever. 

I went out in the night to get my first sight 
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ing — for the front of it had thawed in the sun 
so that it was polished as water and was ribbed 
and wrinkled like a cascade, while the heap of 
snowy dibris below made the spray. I went back 
to the house and (charming inconsistency of this 
double nature of ours!), with the tears scarce 
dry in my eyes, sat down to smoke another cigar 
with Mr. Moore and to play Dr. Busby with 
the children. 

Here I was broken off short — and have not 
had a moment since : I am now at the Burnet 
House, Cincinnati, and it is Friday, the 12th 
April. I go on. 

In the morning Mr. Moore took me out and 
showed me the best points of view, after which 
he considerately left me. It was a cold morning, 
and the spray, as it rose, crystallized in feathers, 
as fine as those of a moth, on the shrubs and 
trees and sides of the gorge. For a few moments 
the sun shone and lighted up all these delicate 
ice-ferns, which, in texture, were like those star- 
shaped flakes that fall from very cold clouds. 
Afterwards I saw Niagara, but he is a coarser 
artist, and had plastered all the trees with ice 
like alabaster. He is a clumsy fellow compared 
with Cuyahoga. The ice-work along the rocks 
at Trenton is very lovely. Sometimes it hangs 
lightly, honeycombed by the sun and bent by 
the wind from the fall as it froze — looking like 
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the Venetian-lace drapery of an altar. At other 
times it has frozen in filtering stalactites pre- 
cisely like organ-pipes. . . . 

To W. J. Stillman 

Elm WOOD, May 10, 1855. 

My dear Friend, — I ought to have written 
before, but have been enjoying a short visit to 
the Castle of Indolence, where writing materials 
are contraband. But since I came home I have 
read all the back numbers of the " Crayon," and 
must tell you how much I like it and what plea- 
sant things I hear said of it. I think your arti- 
cles are just right — marked as much by tact as 
by ability. Your success, I cannot but think, is 
now past all question. I cannot say too strongly 
how deep a pleasure I find in the purity of tone 
and earnestness of purpose that distinguish what 
you write. I am proud to have made such a 
friend. 

I saw Longfellow yesterday, and reminded 
him of his promise to send you a poem — and 
he renewed it, but said that just now he had not 
anything he liked well enow to send. I told him 
that it did not matter for a long poem, and that 
his name would be of service to the " Crayon," 
now that it was seeking an introduction to the 
world. I know that he means rightly, and only 
hope that he will send you something while it 
can be of commercial value to you. Don't be 
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shocked at my market-place view of the thing. 
I feel as wise as a woman when I find anybody 
with a beard who seems a worse manager than 
I, and one has a right to be shrewd for his friend. 

Meanwhile I send you some verses * of my 
own, which you may like or not, as you please. 
They are very much at your service if you want 
them, and perhaps Professor Lowell's name 
may be of use. 

Was there not a poem of your own in the 
last number ? or whose was it ? The second one, 
I mean, without signature. There were^ some 
verses in it that pleased me much — but the 
poem wanted more care. Nobody has a right 
to puzzle so good a reader as I am, and I was 
several times in doubt as to meaning. 

As soon as we have a leaf or two I shall ex- 
pect a visit from you. I will write and let you 
know when our winter is over. Our spring is 
like that delicacy, a frozen plum-pudding, which 
cheats every uninitiated person into an im- 
promptu toothache. It looks as if it ought to be 
hot, and is Nova Zembla focussed. 

Remember me kindly to Mr. Durand, and 
think of anything I can do for you on the other 
side. I go to Germany first, and am, every- 
where and always. 

Affectionately yours, 

J. R. Lowell. 

» "Invita Minerva." 
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And even were the tree-trunk a deformed one; 
were it ever so ugly, misshapen, warty, scrofu- 
lous, carious, what you will — it is one of the 
curious psychological facts that it is yet not un- 
pleasing. For, while any lusus naturae in any- 
thing that breathes is hateful, a fanciful resem- 
blance to the diseases and deformities of animal 
life in anything that merely grows appeals to 
our sense of the odd, the humorous, the gro- 
tesque, or else is not disagreeable because it is 
a likeness upward and not downward. But this 
glances towards a deeper deep, and I forbear. 
Anyhow, I like your picture and the idea of it, 
only you must make interest with Aquarius to 
water your lake a little. But, 

** When they talked of their Raphaels, Correggios, and stuff. 
He shifted his trumpet and ottly took snuff." 

Or let me translate a proverb from the Feejee 
dialect, — 

<* That which we like likes us : 
No need of any fuss. ' ' 

Nay, take this other, which I this moment copy 
from the walls of a house just unburied at 
Pompeii : — 

Perchance the thing I banish me expels. 
Be chary, Ostracizer, of thy shells ! 
Madman, thou deem'st thyself sublimely free, . 
And liest on straw in that cramped cell of thee. 

Or, perhaps, this is a better translation of the 
last couplet : — 
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Thou deem' St thyself a king, poor crazy elf! 
Chained to the wall of that cramped cell — thyself. 

The Feejee Islanders (who love curried Cal- 
vinists and minced missionary) and the Pom- 
peians (who got up such suicidal fireworks for 
the entertainment of Admiral Pliny) knew a 
thing or two, nevertheless ! 

It is a glorious, blue, northwesterly day ; the 
oak-woods are pink with buds ; the linnets, cat- 
birds, fire hang-birds, and robins are all sing- 
ing hymeneals to the Spring, and she trembles 
through all her wreaths of new-born leaves and 
seems equally pleased with each of them. She 
does not say, "Oh, linnet, put yourself to 
school with Maestro Catbird," nor " Be silent, 
Robin, my boy, till you can sing like Signor 
Robert of Lincoln." Per Bacco ! did not brave 
Masaccio paint St. Peter right in the streets of 
Florence, working a miracle with vulgar Flor- 
entines all about him, and did not Raphael 
and Michael say that the Brancacci Chapel was 
their school ? 

Will you spend Saturday and Sunday with 
me? I have so many things to do and folks to 
see that I cannot name an earlier day. But come 
then or any when, and you shall be welcome. 

Tom Appleton's poem only wanted work to 
be a fine one, and I advise you to priiit as 
many more such as you can lay your hands on. 
It had the soul of poetry in it, anyhow. 
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I send back the proofs corrected. I am not 
quite pleased with the verses, but they have a 
meaning in them. 

I shall expect you on Saturday, and till then 
addio. Always yours, 

J. R. Lowell. 

^0 James T. Fields 

Elm WOOD, May 21, 1855. 

My dear Fields, — It has just got through 
my skull, and made a dint in my sensorium, 
that you wrote me a note, ever so long ago, 
about my lectures and the publication of them. 
I don't mean to print them yet — nor ever till 
they are better — but at any rate I consider my- 
self as one of your flock, though not perhaps 
as lanigerous as some. I don't like being trans- 
planted and having to get newly rooted. I said 
when I came to you that you should have the 
offer of whatever I wrote, and I have not for- 
gotten it. There is a great deal of the barnacle 
(my revered ancestors, according to the Devel- 
opment folks) left in me, and I am not fond of 
migrations. I stick to my friends — less, per- 
haps, from virtue than laziness — but I stick. 

I only wish my books were more profitable 
to both of us — but at any rate it will be long 
before I twitch my professional gownd and say, 
" To-morrow to fresh Fields and Ticknors 



new." 
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to get a photograph of it. It was also a great 
pleasure to me that I discovered Rembrandt — 
not all of him, but his mastery in portrait. 
Surely in this he comes next to the great Vene- 
tians. I say not all of him — for I had not then 
seen his "Jacob's Dream," at Dulwich Col- 
lege. It is full of imagination and grandeur — 
and yet perfectly Dutch, too, for Jacob is no- 
thing but a Flemish peasant, even to the cos- 
tume. But those wondrous angels ! There are 
only twOy and yet they are enough — so dim and 
dreamy and majestic they are, and one thinks 
he can make out hosts of them in that dark- 
ling glory behind. It is just a brown heath, 
with one brown dream of a tree, under which 
lies a brown Jacob. Everything is brown but 
the two gray angels, both draped below the 
feet, and with such soft, such silent wings — 
yet so full of sweep and sustentation ! Hence- 
forward I am to be thankful for another great 
genius. We met Browning and his wife there, 
and Browning pointed out to us some reeds 
behind Jacob, evidently scratched in with the 
handle of the brush, showing how rapidly it 
had been painted. Another picture which in- 
terested me was a portrait of Lady Venetia 
Digby, by Vandyke. It seems painted after 
death. She lies on a pillow, pale, and with 
flowers strewn about her. I was glad to show 
Mrs. Browning the likeness of a woman who 
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had inspired so noble and enduring a love in 
so remarkable a man as Sir Kenelm. She is al- 
ways associated in my mind with Beatrice and 
with the better part of my life. Sometimes I 
think, my dear Norton, there are no happi- 
nesses like our sad regretful ones. Joy and 
sorrow are sisters surely, and very like each 
other too, or else both would not bring tears 
as they do equally. And this reminds me of 
Tennyson's " Maud," which I think wonder- 
fully fine — the antiphonal voice to " In Me- 
moriam." I tried to read it aloud, but broke 
down in the middle in a subdued passion of 
tears. . . . 

I will go back to Paris. The Beaux Arts part 
of the Exposition was interesting and instruc- 
tive. I saw Descamps and Rousseau in full 
force, and the dholleti school also. All French 
art nowadays — almost all — is more or less so. 
I like Rousseau. He has a true love of Nature 
and confidence in her, and will make a land- 
scape out of a little pool of water and a few 
reeds, just as she does. But the pictures that 
interested me most were by a man I had never 
heard of — named Hamon. His "Theatre 
Guignol " is very striking. It is a little Punch 
theatre, where Cupid, Minerva, etc., are the 
puppets. You see behind the grim head of the 
showman. In front stands Dante taking notes 
sadly. Homer approaches led by a little boy. 
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-^schylus is also there and the great heroes. 
Socrates sits on a bench with the children, who 
alone weep at the tragedy. Diogenes is just 
retreating to his tub, disgusted that he cannot 
find a man. How fine that is, with all these 
great ones around him ! In this man's pictures, 
a Teutonic soul seems to have entered into 
French art. I cannot find much meaning — 
indeed, no deep one — in any of their painters 
since Nicolas Poussin. I like him as well as 
ever. By the way, there is a delicious picture 
of his at Wilton House, where I was yesterday. 
Were you ever there ? / was yesterday — only 
yesterday. I can hardly believe it here in the 
smoke of London, with some musicians howl- 
ing and drumming under my windows. It was 
there that Sidney wrote his "Arcadia" — and 
it was a fit place for a picture by the man who 
painted the £/ ego in Arcadia. That was my 
first exclamation when I entered the courtyard. 
I think, next to Fountain's Abbey, it is the 
most charming thing I have seen in England — 
and just after Stonehenge, too ; the contrast was 
so fine. The day was kind to us also. At Stone- 
henge it was gray and solemn, without a gleam 
of sun, and with a wild wind sighing across the 
bleak heath. At Wilton it was all sunlight and 
cloud-shadow, and the noble cedars on the lawn 
gloomed grandly over the close-clipped sward 
which in England makes up (with its bright 
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yellow-green) for sunshine when there is none. 
Some of the finest Vandykes I have ever seen 
are there, reminding me (as the rooms did also, 
for they are quite Italian) of the Colonna Palace 
in Rome. But I am running on too far. I must 
only tell you of one wonderful thing I saw in 
France, — the Cathedral of Chartres. It is very 
grand — with mossy saints and angels looking 
down upon you out of that hoary, inaccessible 
past. It is the home now of innumerable swal- 
lows and sparrows, who build upon the shoul- 
ders of those old great ones — as we little folks 
do too, I am afraid. Even here I found the 
Norman — for when I mounted to the spire I 
saw numbers of hawks who dwell in the higher 
parts, as in their castles, and prey on the poor 
Saxons below. Per Bacco ! how little heed na- 
ture pays to our theories and our Jean Jacques 
Rousseaus ! I never heard finer music than the 
wind made among the stone chords of the 
spire. . . . 

It is to-morrow now, for I had to break off 
there, and it is really the nth August now. I 
dated my letter wrongly. . . . 

Well, since I wrote what is above, I have got 
my passport in order, and spent an hour with 
Leigh Hunt, who told me as a pleasant thing 
that his copy of my poems had been carried off 
and never brought back, and that he had vainly 
tried to get the book from the London Library, 
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but it was always out. He talked of Byron, 
and he told me a good thing his wife said on 
seeing Byron's portrait (before seeing him) — 
that " he looked like a boy to whom a plain 
bun had been given when he expected a plum 
one." Carlyle, he said, was hugely tickled with 
this. 

. . . Thackeray gave us ( Story, Cranch — 
whom I brought over from Paris — and me) a 
dinner at the Garrick Club. The place is full 
of pictures of actors and actresses, some of 
them admirable — one of Garrick as Macbeth, 
for example — especially those by ZofFany. The 
dinner was very funny. Thackeray had ordered 
it for twOy and was afraid there would not be 
enough — an apprehension which he expressed 
very forcibly to the waiter. He said something 
to Story which pleased me wonderfully. There 
were some cutlets which did look rather small. 
** Eat one of *em, Story," said he, " it will make 
you feel a little hungry at first, but you '11 soon 
get over it.** The benevolent tone he gave to 
the soon was delightfully comic. After dinner, 
we went to a room over the " Cyder Cellar " 
to smoke. Thackeray called for a glass of 
gin and water, and presently sent for the last 
" Newcomes," saying that he would read us 
the death of Colonel Newcome. While he was 
reading, came in a tall man in his shirt-sleeves, 
and cried, " Well, Thack, I *ve read your last 
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number. Don't like it. It's a failure. Not 
so good as the rest ! " This was Maurice John 
O'Connell. Thackeray was not at all disturbed, 
but sent him off cavalierly. While reading one 
of the worst tirades of the " Campaigner " he 
interrupted himself to say, " That 's my she- 
devil of a mother-in-law, you know, whom I 
have the good luck to possess still." I com- 
plained of his marrying Clive and Ethel as an 
artistic blunder. He acknowledged that it was 
so. " But then, you see, what could a fellow 
do ? So many people wanted 'em married. To 
be sure, I had to kill off poor little Rosey 
rather suddenly, but shall not a man do what he 
will with his own ? Besides, we can hope they 
won't have any children." 

I see that I must come to an end. I have 
been living here in London at No. i Bulstrode 
St. — out of Welbeck St. — chez Madame 
James, a very civil Swiss woman. They give 
me my breakfast, and I get a chop at the Mitre 
Tavern for my dinner. Let me recommend the 
Mitre. The great Elizabethan wits used to go 
there, and Dr. Johnson afterwards. His bust 
overlooks you there, dingy with the steam of 
many generations of dinner. Besides all this, 
the chops are the best in London. It beats the 
" Cock and Dolly's." In Paris I devoted my- 
self to the public good, and tried many restau- 
rants. My verdict is for Vefour, in the Palais 
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Royal. It is as good as the " Trois Freres " and 
Very — cheaper — and they give more cham- 
pignons than anybody else. If you had been 
with me in Paris, I would have gone down to 
half the cathedral towns (this is a propoSy you 
observe, of chops and cafis) of France. As it 
was, I had not spirit enough. But Chartres was 
almost enough in itself for a lifetime. The day, 
also, was superb — clear and lucent, with a great 
white cloud here and there to make the blue 
companionable for the imagination, and to dap- 
ple the green landscape with shadow. . . . 

. . . On the whole I find myself much as 
usual. I learn more or less everyday, but never 
to hold my tongue as much as I ought, nor not 
to throw away money when I have any in my 
pocket. Also I smoke dreadfully, and very bad 
cigars. 

Give my love to Longfellow, and tell him 
that to know him is to be somebody over here. 
As the author of various esteemed works I am 
nothing in particular; but as his neighbor — it 
is as good as knowing a lord. England is full 
of his admirers, but advise him never to come 
hither, for I have a fancy that poets consume 
their adorers by showing themselves to them — 
as the god burnt up Semele. I flatter myself 
there is a good simile made of Semele. Perhaps 
that is why I said it — and professed myself 
of that opinion. I do not think there is any 
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special danger in Longfellow's case. Give my 
love also to Mrs. Longfellow. I suppose I 
may say at this distance, without blushing, 
how much I admire and value her. For dig- 
nity, I think of her and the Venus of Milo 
together. 

This is a tremendous letter, but perhaps it 
will be long enough before you get another. So 
don't be scared. Don't forget me to Appleton 
and Curtis. Tell Kensett that his cigars were 
admirable. I had twenty left when I got to 
Paris, which I divided with Cranch. Addio. . . . 

T^o Miss Loring 

No. 4, Kleine Schiessgasse, 
Dresden, October 3, 1855. 

... I am beim Herrn Hofrath Dr. Rei- 

chenbach, who is one of the kindest of men, and 
Madame is a " first-rate fuUah " too, as my 
nephew Willie would say. I have a large room 
am Parterre^ with a glass door opening upon a 
pretty garden. My walls are hung with very 
nice pictures painted by the gnddige Frau her- 
self; and they were so thoughtful as to send 
down before I came a large case with American 
birds very well stuffed and mounted, so that I 
might have some friends. Some of them are 
very familiar, and I look at the oriole some- 
times till I hear him whistling over the butter- 
cups in the dear old times at Elmwood. Ah, 
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how deep out of the past his song comes ! But 
hin ist hiriy verloren ist verloren ! Then I have 
one of those solemn ceremonials, a German bed 
— with a feather-bed under which I engrave 
myself at night and dream that I am awaiting 
the last trump. Then I have the prettiest writ- 
ing-table, bought exprh pour moi by Madame, 
well ich ein Dichter bin — and at which I am 
now sitting — with drawers for everything and 
nothing. I rack my brains for what to put in 
'em. I am fast turning into a " regular " Ger- 
man, according to the definition of that Italian 
innkeeper at Amalfi, who told me, speaking 
of a man that was drowned, " bisognerebbe che 
fosse un Tedesco perche sempre stava a casa, e 
non faceva niente che fumare e studiare." I get 
up urn sieben Uhr^ and das Madchen brings me 
my coffee and Butterbrod at 8. Then I begin 
to study. I am reading for my own amusement 
(du lieber Gott !) the aesthetische Forschungen 
von Adolf Zeising, pp. 568, large octavo ! Then 
I overset something aus German into English. 
Then comes dinner at i o'clock, with ungeheuer 
German dishes. Nachmittag I study Spanish 
with a nice young Spaniard who is in the house, 
to whom I teach English in return. Um sechs 
Uhr ich gehe spazieren, and at 7 come home, 
and Dr. R. dictates and I write. Aber potztau- 
send Donnerwetter ! what a language it is to be 
sure ! with nominatives sending out as many 
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roots as that witch-grass which is the pest of all 
child-gardens, and sentences in which one sets 
sail like an admiral with sealed orders, not 
knowing where the devil he is going to till he 
is in mid-ocean ! Then, after tea, we sit and 
talk German — or what some of us take to be 
such — and which I speak already like a native 
— of some other country. But Madame R. is 
very kind and takes great pains to set me right. 
The confounded genders ! If I die I will have 
engraved on my tombstone that I died of der^ 
die^ daSj not because I caught 'em, but because 
I could n't. Dr. R. is one of the most distin- 
guished Naturwissenschaftsgelehrten (! !) in Eu- 
rope — a charming, friendly, simple-hearted 
man. I attend his Vorlesungen und elwas 
verstehe. . . . 

To C. E. Norton 

Dresden, Monday y October 12, 1855. 

. . . Whitman — I remember him of old ; 
he used to write for the " Democratic Review " 
under O'Sullivan. He used to do stories then, 
a la Hawthorne. No, no, the kind of thing 
you describe won't do. When a man aims at 
originality he acknowledges himself consciously 
unoriginal, a want of self-respect which does not 
often go along with the capacity for great things. 
The great fellows have always let the stream of 
their activity flow quietly — if one splashes in 
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it he may make a sparkle, but he muddies it 
too, and the good folks down below (I mean 
posterity) will have none of it. We have a feel- 
ing of quiet and easy-going power in the really 
great that makes us willing to commit ourselves 
with them. Sometimes I have thought that 
Michel Agnolo cocked his hat a little wee bit 
too much, but after seeing his Prophets and 
Sybils (i y) you *11 say I 'm a wretch. It is not 
the volcanoes, after all, that give a lasting and 
serene delight, but those quiet old giants with- 
out a drop of fireblood in their veins that lie 
there basking their unwarmable old sides in the 
sun no more everlasting than they — patent 
unshiftable ballast that keep earth and human 
thought trimmed and true on an even keel. 
Ah, the cold-blooded old monsters, how little 
they care for you and me ! Homer, Plato, 
Dante, Shakespeare, Cervantes, Goethe — are 
they not everlasting boundary-stones that mark 
the limits of a noble reserve and self-restraint, 
and seem to say, " Outside of us is Chaos — go 
there if you like — we knew better — it is a 
dreary realm where moan the ghosts of dead- 
born children, and where the ghost of mad old 
Lear is king " ? 

My dear Norton, upon my word I am 
not giving you an extract from my next lec- 
ture. . . . 
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To W. J. Stillman 

Dresden, October \^y 1855. 

My dear Friend, — You may lay it to any- 
thing you like except my having forgotten you 
that I have not written sooner. I have thought 
of you only too much, for I wished when I 
wrote to send you something for the " Crayon," 
and not finding aught to write about, you be- 
gan to haunt me and to shake your printer's- 
inky locks at me — only, unhappily, the case 
was just the reverse of Banquo's, since thou 
couldst say I 'd not done it. Now this would 
not do. I would not have a friendship which I 
valued so much — more than any contracted 
in these later years — associated with any un- 
easy thought. So I resolved to lay the ghost 
at once — as we can all blue ghosts that haunt 
us — in a sea of ink. What have I to say now 
that I had not a month ago ? Nothing — but 
then I will manfully write and say so. I can at 
least tell you how warm and strong a feeling I 
have towards you, and that is something. But 
for the " Crayon " ? That we will see presently. 
First, I must thank you for the likeness of 
yourself, which you may be sure I am glad to 
have with me, and for your letters. Only why 
so short ? One would think you were writing 
across Broadway instead of the Atlantic ; but I 
will give it a good turn by thinking that you do 
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not feel me far away from you, as I truly am 
not. 

About Griswold and the rest of it I under- 
stand nothing and care as little, unless for its 
troubling you. When I get over here it is the 
Styx that is between me 'and America. I have 
drunk Lethe water to wash down nepenthe with, 
and have forgotten everything but my friends, 
like a happy Shade. What care we careless 
Spirits for what troubled us — still more for 
what might have troubled us in the flesh? 
" My little man," says Wordsworth to Pope, 
when they meet in the Fortunate Islands, " I 
am sorry to say " — the wretch ! he is not 
sorry a bit — " that your poems are not so 
much read as once." " My what ? ah, poems 
— yes, I think I did write some things once. 
And so they don't read 'em, eh ? 'T is all one 
for that — I would n't read 'em myself. Come 
in here with me, Mr. — a — a — I beg your 
pardon — ah, Woodwarth ? Yes, come in, Mr. 
Woodwarth, and try the Lethe ; 't is the best 
spring in the place, and you will meet some 
eminent characters in the pump-room." So it 
goes. Give yourself no more trouble about 
the picture ; as it is one, I suppose I may say 
hang the picture ! But I dare be sworn you have 
forgotten all about it by this time. 

But for the " Crayon " — what have I seen ? 
Why, I have seen the Van Eyck at Ghent, and 
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liked it so well that I have never a word to say 
about it. And I saw the Memlings at Bruges 
— what a place it is ! a bit of Italy drifted 
away northward, and stranded like an erratic 
bowlder in Flanders — and I liked those so 
well that I am equally dumb thereanent. And 
I saw the Rubenses in Antwerp, which have 
all been skinned alive by the restorers, and 
which they have put into a little room fenced 
off from the Cathedral, so that they may get a 
franc out of every stranger who comes there — 
the Jews ! " Is not my Father's house a house 
of prayer ? But ye have made it a den of 
thieves." There has been great power and pas- 
sion in those pictures — Rubens is a poem 
translated out of Low Dutch into Italian ; but 
in the little dog-hole where they are one cannot 
see them. What was meant to be seen at forty 
feet shall one see at fifteen ? Offer a man a 
magnifying-glass to look at an elephant with ! 
Somehow I feel inclined always to say, " He 
was a great gentlemany that Rubens " — but 
great man seems a little too much. But great 
he surely was in some sense or other — you 
feel that. Then I saw all the Dutch pictures 
at The Hague ; but I think that Rembrandt, 
the greatest imagination those Low Countries 
ever produced, is better seen here in Dresden 
than at The Hague. As for Paul Potter's 
• famous " Bull," it is no more to be compared 
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with Rosa Bonheur's " Horse Fair " than a 
stuffed and varnished dolphin with a living one. 
Here there are some wonderful pictures. Ti- 
tian's " Tribute-money " is marvellously great; 
the head of Christ the noblest and most pa- 
thetic I have ever seen — full of a magnificent 
sadness. There is also a truly delicious Claude 
— a deep, rock-imbedded bay so liquidly dark 
and cool ! There is a Holy Family by Hol- 
bein, too, poetically prosaic. I forgot to speak 
of an Albert Diirer at The Hague — a portrait 
of the future emperor (Maximilian, I think) as 
a child of three years, with an apple in his 
hand instead of the globe of empire, which was 
afterwards, if I remember, so heavy to him. Is 
it not - pretty fancy ? But I have really got 
something for the " Crayon " — this is not — 
but must wait till next week's mail — an account 
of a visit I made to Retzsch. It is late now, 
and I am not in a good mood neither. I have 
heard bad news — not of Mabel, thank God ! 

You might make an item of this — that the 
King of Saxony allows no copies to be made in 
the gallery, in order that the artists here may 
choose original subjects and paint out of their 
own experience. Also Bendemann (their best 
painter here) is making a good picture — very 
pure and classic — out of the meeting of Ulysses 
with Nausicaa in the Odyssey. But I must say 
good-night and God bless you ! I have so much 
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writing of German to do that my eyes can't 
bear much night-work, and it is near twelve. 
Sunday is my only holiday. Next week, then. 
Ever your affectionate friend, 

J. R. Lowell. 

I hope the " Crayon *' prospers, though it is 
almost too good for that. Write me, when you 
are not overworked. 

"To C. E. Norton 

Wednesday Morning y 1856. 

. . . Cranch is a good fellow, with gifts enough 
for three — only his fairy left the brass out when 
she brought her gifts to his cradle. Foolish 
fairy ! for men can change brass for gold all 
the world over, as far as I have observed, and 
I take it for granted in Jupiter also. If a man 
have brass enough of his own he has no diffi- 
culty in getting as much ^es alienum as he wants. 

There is no lecture to-day because this is 
Mittwoche, so I have time to scold a little. 
Don't you see that you are very unphilosophi- 
cal to complain in that way about the modern 
painters ? It is not for want of genius. There 
is more power and more imagination in that 
great picture of Couture's than in all the old 
Italians put together, leaving out the four great- 
est. Those old fellows owed an immense deal 
to costume. It is just as it is with the old poets. 



326 LETTERS [1856 

The second-rate fellows of two centuries ago 
had a material that we have no longer. The 
language itself was more poetic, and they accord- 
ingly sometimes say a very commonplace thing 
in a way to bring tears into one's eyes or make 
the roots of one's hair creep. The great merit, 
it seems to me, of the old painters was that 
they did not try to be original. To say a thing, 
says Goethe, that everybody has said before, 
as quietly as if no one had ever said it, that is 
originality. Then the modern school is sen- 
sual where the old one was sensuous. It is per- 
fectly shocking to see how much nakedness for 
nakedness' sake there is in that Exposition. It 
is no longer Saint Luke but the Dame aux 
Camelias that presides over the painters' guild. 
I could say ever so much to account for it — 
nay, to excuse it, bad as it all is — but it 
would be going too deep and too far for the 
few lines I have left. And where are the old 
landscapes comparable to ours ? Claude is great, 
but he had no imagination — and Turner is 
great, almost in spite of himself, because he had 
so much. But even in him there are few touches 
like the boy launching his shingle-boat in the 
" Building of Carthage." Keep your eyes wide 
open when you are in Italy and see what weak- 
kneed giants some of those old Italians were. 
And especially see Hamon again and the prae- 
Raphaehtes. Hunt's " Angelo (?) and Isabella" 
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is full of power and passion — Claudio I mean. 
Vixire fortes post Agamemnona. I shan't bother 
you with another letter for ever so long, and 
don't be worried to answer this. . . . 

*To the Same 

Dresden, January 3, 1856. 

My dear Charles, — . . . You don't find my 
letters very wise ? Then I will turn over a new 
leaf. 

When, from the always bleak and often 
cloudy summits of Experience, my dear Nor- 
ton, we look down upon the varied passions 
and activities of man, we find — that it is im- 
possible to go on any longer in that strain. So, 
my dear Charles, I wheel about and come back 
to my own natural self, of which, good, bad, or 
indifferent, I hope my letters will always have the 
merit of being for the moment a perfectly true 
reflection. He cannot be a wise man who never 
says a foolish thing, and, indeed, I go further, 
and affirm that it takes a wise man to say a fool- 
ish thing. So much in answer to your unseemly 
imputations. And while I am scolding, I will 
do it all at one breath, and ask why you did 
not as usual send me the regards of the rest 
of the family, which I always value and always 
depend upon receiving? You are now sufficiently 
humiliated to read the rest of my letter in a 
proper spirit. 
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It always happens somehow that when I have 
a particularly bad day, then comes a letter out of 
Italy and gives me a longing that always sends 
me off on a twilight walk in the grosses Gehage — 
a great solemn meadow in the neighborhood of 
Dresden, with long rows of lindens planted by 
Augustus the Strong. There in the cutting wind 
and under the cold stars I gather courage again. 
I am as well off here as it is possible to wish, 
but I don't like it — and that makes all the dif- 
ference in the world. 

One of my earliest associations is with the 
Bridge of Augustus at Narni — a print of which 
hangs in our dining-room ; and the words Veduta 
del ponte d^ August o sopra la Nera a Narni were 
familiar to my eye long before I knew their 
meaning, and I can see them and the picture 
printed clearly on the air before me when I close 
my lids. I spent a happy summer day and night 
there. Heu quantum minus est. . . . 

I fear I shall not get to Italy. I cannot tell 
till March — it will depend on my progress in 
German. I am an officer, you know, sent out on 
a particular service, and not to amuse myself 
I have made some headway — can read Ger- 
man almost as easily as French. That is already 
something. Meanwhile, my studies do me good. 
My brain is clear and my outlook over life 
seems to broaden. I am tormented with a trem- 
ulous nervousness sometimes — especially on 
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Wednesday, when I expect letters from home — 
but hope to find I have harvested something 
when I get home into the quiet again. You 
must excuse it if it juts through into my letters 
sometimes — or always. 

But if we cannot meet in Italy, can't we some- 
where else? ... 

Your affectionate 

J. R. L. 

^0 John Holmes 

Dresden, January, 1856. 

My dear John, — . . . Here is an inscription 
I copied for you in a village inn : — 

" Furchte Gott Fear thou God 

So wirst du selig I And thou 'It be holy! 

Trinke Bier Drink thou beer 

So wirst du frohlich ! And thou 'It be jolly! 

D'rum furchte Gott So fear thou God 

und and 

Trinke Bier, Drink thou beer. 

So wirst du selig And thou 'It be holy 

und and 

Frohlich hier ! " JoUy here ! 

Around the room, just as in our farmhouses 
and country taverns, hung samplers and urns 
with very weeping willows — also writing-exer- 
cises of the children — consisting of copies of 
verses addressed to the mother. There were 
silhouettes, too, of all the family, and one of 
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the landlord in his youth as a trooper — painted 
bright blue and with a very long gilded sword — 
in a ferociously murderous attitude. This was 
a lithograph, and you must know that they are 
sold at all the fairs and serve indifferently for 
any unfortunate who is drawn for a soldier, the 
only difference being ia the names written un- 
derneath. The landlord was delightfully unlike 
his picture, having grown enormously fat, and 
scarce able to rise from his corner by the great 
stove and pull off his little skull-cap to say 
"Your most obedient servant, sir." Here is 
another inscription from the same place. It is 
not an uncommon one and is very pleasing : — 

" Bis hierher hat Gott gcholfen, 
Gott hilft noch — 
Und Gott wird welter helfen." 

Hitherto hath God still holpen, 

God helps yet — 
And God will farther help us. 

But there is a peculiarity here that exists, I 
think, nowhere else, and that is the column of 
private announcements in the " Anzeiger" — a 
paper devoted wholly to advertisements. Here 
people inform the public of their marriage, of 
deaths in the family, lovers make assignations, 
friends wish each other joy on their birthdays. 
E. g. : " To-day at three o'clock in the morn- 
ing ended, after a short but most painful ill- 
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ness, our good mother, sister, and aunt, Mrs. 
ErnestineCaroline,widowedapothecaryWehner, 
born Uhlich. Whoever knew the worth of the 
blessed gone-to-sleep will measure our great pain 
and not refuse a silent sympathy. Dresden, 10 
Jan., 1856. Rudolph Wehner, pianist, in the 
name of the other left-behinds.'* (I translate 
literally.) The next is probably from one of the 
guild of Mary hight Magdalene: "To Henry 
Held a thrice-thundering-health on his to-day 
33d birthday! [cradle-feast]. Marie H." This 
is from a dependant or poor relation, I surmise : 
"To Madame W. Schwarze, on her to-day's 
cradle-feast, offers congratulations with all re- 
spect, M. G." Here is an anonymous one : 
" Mr. Mez is requested not to mix himself in 
other people's affairs, though he is a suitor of 
Miss E. Besides, he has very much deceived 
himself. All is not gold that glisters." 

All these I have copied out of the same paper. 
Here is another specimen : " The this morn- 
ing at 3 o'clock happily accomplished delivery 
of his wife of a healthy Boy announces earnestly 
hereby to worthy friends and acquaintances — 
the Director Z. F. Zencke." "This forenoon 
God made us a present [literal] of a lusty daugh- 
terkin. Julius and Theresa Zakel." "As newly 
married present their compliments, Theodore 
Roack, practical physician, and Clara Roack, 
born Drescher." Sometimes the advertisements 
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have a German thoroughness about them that is 

quite amusing. I enclose one at random. . . . 

Ever yours affectionately, 

J. R. L. 

"To C. E. Norton 

Dresden (no notion of the date, but 
some day in January ^ 1856). 

My dear Charles, — . . . The study of Ger- 
man widens so before me — the history of the 
literature is so interesting and, by its harmonies 
and discords with our own, sets so many things 
in a white light for me, that I see infinite work 
and satisfaction ahead. I wish to do this branch 
of my tree of knowledge thoroughly — even to 
picking the gnarly fruit — before I climb out 
and risk my brains on another. But I have such 
an unutterable longing for Italy, such a heavy 
ground-swell sets in upon my heart when I 
think of it — and any trifle is enough to whirl 
all my thoughts in that direction — that I now 
have a plan of running down and back in March. 
Your mention of Page blew up in one grand 
explosion all the ramparts I had been painfully 
[erecting] against my hopes and wishes, and I 
am left defenceless again. . . . You must re- 
member that I have been living in the most 
profound solitude all winter, without a human 
creature to talk to, having in literal fact seen 
nobody but Doctor and Madame R., and talk- 
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ing to them always in German or French. They 
tell me nobody ever learnt German so fast — 
which is no wonder, for I have done nothing 
else. 

I see that Rome has already begun to infect 
you. People always begin by wondering what 
other people find in the old Rookery, and end 
by saying that there are so many Thises and 
Thats, but there is only one Rome — which, 
however, is a mistake, for there is another in the 
State of New York, and in much better repair. 
I say this to show you that I have learned a 
little of the German thoroughness of investi- 
gation. 

But really can it be possible that I dream once 
more of being there ? I can hardly believe it — 
and if I did not think it would do me good, 
both physically and mentally, I would not even 
dream if I could help it. It would freshen up 
my Italian, which has fallen frightfully into abey- 
ance here — so that I h^vG 3, professional reason. 
It takes me a great while to learn that I have 
a tether round my leg — I who have been used 
to gallop over the prairies at will — and I find 
myself brought up now and then with a sharp 
jerk that is anything but pleasant to the liiia. 
But I suppose I shall learn to stand quietly up 
to my manger at last. Shall I come ? . . . 

Affectionately yours, 

II Professore. 
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T'o Dr. Estes Howe 

Dresden, February ^, 1856. 

My dear Doctor, — . . . The greatest event 
that has recently taken place here I will relate. 
There are Court Balls once a fortnight which Dr. 
Reichenbach is expected to attend — and also 
to attend in uniform. This uniform (Madame 
being a wonderful housekeeper) is packed care- 
fully as soon as he comes home, to await its next 
day of service. The trousers are of white broad- 
cloth, and these are carefully turned inside out. 
Now, you must know that if our dear Doctor 
gets to thinking of any point in Natural History 
— particularly if he has heard of a new hum- 
ming-bird, he becomes wholly unconscious of 
the outward world. For this reason he is always 
obliged to pass in review before Madame when 
he is going anywhere — a ceremony he is a little 
impatient under and tries to escape from in a 
blind, blundering kind of way, like one of his 
own beetles. On the occasion in question he 
was interrupted by Madame, just as he was 
triumphantly setting forth with his cocked hat 
under his arm, his rapier at his side, and — his 
trousers on wrong side out, the pockets flutter- 
ing on each hip as if the herald Mercury had 
buckled his talaria on too high up ! Fancy his 
arrival at the palace and his obeisance to majesty! 
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He is one of the most charming of men, learned, 
superstitious, whimsical, and amiable. . . . 

Your affectionate brother, 

J. R. L. 

ro W. J. Stillman 

Dresden, February 18, 1856. 

My dear Friend, — I reproach myself bit- 
terly for not having sooner answered your letter 
— but what is the use of spurring an already 
beaten-out horse? what energy can self-re- 
proaches comniunicate to a man who has barely 
resolution enough to do what is absolutely ne- 
cessary for the day, and who shoves everything 
else over into the never-coming To-morrow ? 
To say all in one word, I have been passing a 
very wretched winter. I have been out of health 
and out of spirits — gnawed a great part of the 
time by an insatiable home-sickness, and de- 
prived of my usual means of ridding myself of 
bad thoughts by putting them into verse, for I 
have felt always that I was here for the specific 
end of learning German and not of pleasing 
myself. 

Just now I am better in body and mind. My 
cure has been wrought by my resolving to run 
away for a month into Italy. Think of it — 
Italy ! I shall see Page and Norton and the 
grave of our dear little Walter. I can hardly 
believe that I am going, and in ten days. 
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What you tell me about the " Crayon " you 
may be sure fills me with a very sincere regret. 
It does not need to tell you how much interest 
I took in it and you — and, what is better, 
my interest in it was not that merely of a friend 
of yours, but sprung from a conviction that 
it would do much for the aesthetic culture 
of our people. I am very sorry on every ac- 
count that it is to be given up. I had hoped 
so much from it. It is a consolation to me to 
think that you will be restored to the practice 
instead of the criticism and exposition of Art, 
and that we shall get some more pictures like 
the one which took so strong a hold of me 
in the New York Exhibition. I shall hope to 
become the possessor of one myself after I get 
quietly settled again at Elmwood, with the Old 
Man of the Sea of my first course of lectures 
off my shoulders. You must come and make 
me a visit, and I will show you some nice stud- 
ies of landscape in our neighborhood, and espe- 
cially one bit of primitive forest that I know 
within a mile and a half of our house. 

I have been studying like a dog — no, dogs 
don't study — I mean a learned pig — this win- 
ter, and I think my horizon has grown wider, 
and that when I come back I shall be worth 
more to my friends. I have learned the boun- 
daries of my knowledge, and Terra Incognita 
does not take up so much space on my maps. 
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In German, I have every reason to be satis- 
fied with my progress — though I should have 
learned more of the colloquial language if I had 
had spirits enough to go into any society. But 
I have literally seen nobody but the inmates of 
our own household and my books. But already 
the foreboding of Italy fills me with new life 
and soul. I feel as if I had been living with no * 
outlook on my south side, and as if a wall had 
been toppled over which darkened all my win- 
dows in that direction. Bodily and spiritually I 
have suflFered here with the cold. But God be 
thanked, it will soon be over. 

My great solace (or distraction) has been the 
Theatre, which is here excellent. I not only got 
a lesson in German, but have learned much 
of the technology of the stage. For historical 
accuracy in costume and scenery I have never 
seen anything comparable. An artistic nicety 
and scrupulousness extends itself to the most 
inconsidered trifles in which so much of illusion 
consists, and which commonly are so bungled as 
to draw the attention instead of evading it by 
an absorption in the universal. 

If I had known that I was going to London, 
I should have been extremely pleased to make 
the acquaintance of Ruskin. But my journey 
thither was sudden and flighty, and I saw no- 
body except Hogarth, Turner, and Rembrandt. 
Hogarth's " Marriage a la Mode " and Rem- 
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brandt's " Jacob's Dream," at Dulwich College, 
gave me invaluable suggestions. 

It will not be long now, I hope, before I see 
you at Elmwood — for you must make me a 
visit as soon as I get warm in my Italy again. 
It is all Berg ab now, and I shall ere long feel 
the swing of our Atlantic once more. The very 
thought revives me. We seaboard fellows can- 
not live long without snuffing salt-water. Let 
me hear from you in Italy — tell me what you 
are painting, and all about yourself. As soon 
as I am myself again I shall try to make my 
friendship of some worth to you, but always 

I am your affectionate friend, 

J. R. L. 

T'o Mrs. Estes Howe 

Naples, April i^, 1856. 

My dear Lois, — I have no particular reason 
for dating this letter as I have, except that i8th 
sounds as well as anything else, for I have no 
idea of the true day of the month. Since I have 
been in Italy I have cared nothing about cal- 
endars. I cannot tell you how much my jour- 
ney has done for me — that and the being with 
friends. I am quite another man — the color 
has come back to my cheeks, and I seem to 
have had all my standing-rigging braced and 
tautened, like a ship after getting to sea. 

I ought long ago to have reported progress, 
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but I expected before now to have been back 
again in dreary Dresden, with nothing better 
to do than to tell what I was not doing. Ever 
since I have heard Italian spoken again my 
spirits have been on the rise, and with them my 
health has improved. 

I will just tell you where I have been. First 
Venice — then by rail to Verona — thence by 
rail to Mantova. There I hired a vettura to 
take me to Parma — thence by vettura to 
Bologna, through Reggio and Modena, sleep- 
ing at Modena. From Bologna by vettura 
again to Ravenna, and thence to Florence. 
There I hired another to take me up at Siena 
(to which by rail), and take me on to Orvieto, 
through Chiusi. At Orvieto I found Norton, 
Page, and Field, who had come out to meet me, 
and who took me on to Rome. I contrived it so 
as to go over routes which I had missed before, 
and feel now as if I knew Central Italy toler- 
ably well. While at Rome I went out again 
to Subiaco (which you remember I did before), 
and found the landlady at Palestrina as droll 
as ever. To Naples I came with the Putnams, 
who had a spare seat in their carriage, and 
wished Mabel had been there to see the posH- 
glioni, of whom she used to be so fond, for we 
did the journey in smacking style, a part of 
the way at a rate of twelve miles the hour — 
horses at full gallop. Now I am going over for 
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a few days to Sicily under very good auspices, 
for Mr. Black, who goes with us, has a letter 
to the Marquis of Castel Cicala, lieutenant 
governor of the island, who will perhaps make 
the roads plainer for us. 

I have reached such a pitch of Teutonic in- 
telligence that I use a German guide-book al- 
together — so that I shall not quite forget all I 
have learned before I go back to Germany. The 
weather here is like a Medea's bath, fit to make 
an old man young again. I never saw anything 
finer. Don't quite forget me. I shall be back 
soon now, and incline very strongly to sail early 
in July. But that will depend a little on circum- 
stances. Good-by, God keep you all. Give my 
love to everybody, and always believe me 

Your loving brother, 

J. R. L. 

We are just starting to climb Vesuvius. 

To W. W. Story 

Catania, Sicily, May 7, 1856. 

... I wrote you that I had resolved to go 
to Italy and that I meant to spend a month. 
Well, I came and found myself so much better 
for it that I am already in the first week of my 
third month. Having got to Rome, my sister 
would have me go on with them to Naples, and 
being in Naples, she advised me very strongly 
to make the tour of Sicily, which I have just 
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been doing with Black, Norton, and Field. We 
have come hither from Palermo on mules, I 
believe about two hundred and odd miles — 
tremendous work — but worth doing at any cost 
of discomfort. . . . 

I have been three weeks now without seeing 
a newspaper, and am wholly in the dark as to 
what is going on in the world. But I do not 
suppose the great clock has stopped because I 
am out of the way of seeing the dial. . . . 

To C. E. Norton 

Dresden, ^une 8, 1856. 

... I got back day before yesterday. . . . 
My journey on the whole was a very pleasant 
one. ... It was delightful to me to reverse 
the usual sensation and to pass from Southern 
into friendly and familiar Northern vegetation. 
How I exulted when I saw trees whose cousins 
grow in Massachusetts ! And yet was there 
ever anything more lovely than the laburnums, 
whose pensive blossoms drooped from every 
crag around Lago Lugano, and whose shadows, 
etherealized and deepened, wavered in the 
smooth waters below like images in a poet's 
mind, familiar and yet novel ? I thought there 
never was anything so fine, but when I saw the 
firs and pines and mountain-ashes, I felt what 
a Northerner and homely soul I was, and that 
the South is, after all, only an exile to me. . . . 
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I am taking as kindly as I can to German 
again, and mean to be at home, if I can, by the 
1st August. I have not forgotten so much as 
I feared, nor do I know as much as I hoped, in 
German ; but I am too old, and I wonder I 
learned so much when I think what a wretched 
creature I was all last winter. Germany is fiill 
of birds and flowers now, and Italy has moved 
north, as she does every summer. . . . 

Always aflfectionately yours. 

The Hospodar. 

To Dr. Estes Howe 

Dresden, June 9, 1856. 

My dear Doctor, — ... I shall hardly ex- 
pect to know my native Cambridge when I 
come back — what with railroads and water- 
works. But you can't do much harm to the 
dear old sleepy town, and I am glad it is not 
a pufBng and screaming railroad at any rate. 
Horses are a good old institution and at least 
can't blow up. The water-works I have no 
manner of conception of. Whence is the water 
to come ? Where is the reservoir to be ? And 
will a pipe run through Elmwood lane and cut 
off all the roots of the ash trees ? Will there 
be any fountains ? Will it be against the law to 
mix anything with the water ? 

As for your politics over there, I am in 
despair. I cannot understand anything about 
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them. They talk much of a war between Amer- 
ica and England, but I hope no such horrible 
atrocity will come to pass. Kansas seems in a 
bad way, and the last thing I read was about the 
assault upon Sumner, which shocked me more 
than I can tell. • There never was anything so 
brutal. How long are such things to be borne ? 
And in the midst of it Massachusetts repeals 
the Personal Liberty Bill — eats 'umble-pie, 
and takes back the only thing worthy of herself 
she has done for years. As I read these things 
so far away, it seems as if I were reading the 
history of a republic in the last wretched con- 
vulsion before absolute, dissolution. Yet I be- 
lieve that it will somehow be turned to good, 
and that out of this fermenting compost heap 
of all filthy materials a finer plant of Freedom 
is to grow. But when? How does Massachu- 
setts take this slap in the face ? . . . 

Ever affectionately yours, 

J. R. L. 
To Miss Norton 

Dresden, yune 21, 1856. 

... I am sadly disappointed that I shall not 
meet you in Miinchen, but it would be a long 
detour and I think you are wise. I held my 
.word and did not go to Miinchen — though I 
was within two hours of it — and only stopped 
a day at Niirnberg, of which I shall have some 
. nice photographs to show you when you get 
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home. I number it the third among picturesque 
cities, Venice and Bruges being before it. I take 
it the test of a city's picturesqueness is its not 
depending on its position — for in that case we 
must thank nature and not man. Where man 
without nature's help, and perhaps to make up 
for the want of it, has made something which 
prevents that want from suggesting itself to 
us, he has achieved the picturesque. It is true, 
a sluggish river runs through the town — not 
runs, but sleeps through it — and such a dream 
as they have contrived to give him in his sleep 
in the gables and balconies and spires and 
weather-cocks photographed on his muddy old 
brain — so fantastic, so middle-agey (I begin 
to like middle-aged things ; the barber told me 
I was getting gray, and proved it — I shall em- 
ploy another in future), so everything out of 
the ordinary current of his thoughts ! Then the 
churches, and the carvings, and the painted glass, 
and the finest bronze I have seen except the 
doors in Florence, and the walls with Albert 
Diirer's towers, and such a cataract of ivy falling 
over them as was never seen ! The difference 
between Augsburg and Niirnberg is that between 
the account of a dream at breakfast, where one 
is surrounded by prose, and the dream itself. 
I don't believe the Germans know how precious 
Niirnberg is, because the people who lived there 
could n't write Von before their names, although 
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they produced more art (Durer and Sachs) than 
all the rest of Germany put together, besides 
licking thoroughly the accumulated Vons of two 
neighboring dukedoms. The day I spent in 
Nurnberg I walked over the whole town and 
half round the walls on the outside, and pleased 
myself with thinking what a capital cicerone I 
should be when I saw it with you. Catch me 
studying up another town for such faithless 
persons ! . . . 

To Mrs. Estes Howe 

Dresden, July 2, 1856. 

... I am a great deal better than I was last 
winter. I have still some kind of trouble in the 
side, but I have got used to it, and it does not 
have such an intolerably depressing effect on 
my spirits as it did six months ago, when I was 
really half crazy. It was not my own fault, for 
I did everything I could and resisted to the 
utmost, but, for all that, I look back upon last 
winter as the most wretched of my life except 
one. So if my irritability cropped out in my 
letters at all, pray forgive it. I am all right now, 
and as sensible as a selectman. 



... 



To Miss Norton 

Paris, July 12, 1856. 

. . . You do not speak of Titian's " Assump- 
tion ** among your pictures. Don't you admire 
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it ? If you don't, you have not seen it. I did 
not till the last time I was there. I think it the 
most splendid piece of color in the world. And 
who ever saw such clouds on canvas ? Clouds 
that are not pretty like Correggio's, nor pufF- 
balls like Raphael's, but the very vapor of 
morning Hippocrene conjured up by Apollo to 
make rainbows in for Phaeton when he was a 
baby, or for some goddess to hide in — water 
and light and air in musical proportion, and 
glowing as if the goddess were already hidden 
in it. The little angels, too ! was there ever 
anything so lovely ? Such endless variety in 
the attitudes, not one sprawling or awkward or 
making you feel uncomfortable for fear it should 
fall, but all floating as if it were as much their 
nature to float as bubbles. They mingle so 
charmingly with the cloud that you can fancy 
that if you wait you will see the whole of it 
transmuted into such heavenly butterflies by the 
touch of the Virgin's feet. Do you remember 
Domenichino's cherubs in the " Communion of 
St. Jerome " ? They look as if they had been 
tossed up there by a mad bull, and you pity 
the poor little red dears, who have evidently 
just been whipped by their unnatural mothers, 
and who (to judge by their expression) are ex- 
pecting another whipping when they tumble (as 
they instantly must) for having been naughty 
enough to be tossed at all. The painters find 
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it commonly very hard to bring up these an- 
gelic children of theirs properly, and they look 
mostly like chirubins terribles whom one wishes 
out of the way ; but those of Titian are alto- 
gether delightful — little Cupids who have been 
baptized into the Church without losing a bit 
of their animal spirits, and who would contrive 
to get bows and arrows to make mischief with 
if ever they got into a nunnery. And those two 
hundred pounds of solid Venetian woman — 
how irresistibly they go up ! No danger of her 
slumping through the clouds to dislocate the 
neck of some poor apostle below, a consumma- 
tion which one is apt to expect in compositions 
of the kind. Then the wonderful atmosphere 
— but bastal Did you learn to love John 
Bellini? and Cima da Conegliano? And did 
you see the beautiful throned Madonna, with 
saints and angiolini below, by — I can't recall 
his name, but it hangs to the left of the " Pre- 
sentation " ? . . . 

to Mrs. W. JV. Story 

Hotel de France, Rue Laffitte, 
Paris, July 16, 1856. 

... So the Longfellows are coming ? 
Won't they have a nice time ! Over here it is 
more of a reputation to know Longfellow than 
to have written various immortal works. Gather 
your laurels while ye may, old Time is still a-fly- 
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ing ! and old times, too, more *s the pity. We 
will have one more, though, in England, I trust. 
... Is William still as savage as ever against 
that wretched town of Boston ? Since George 
Third nobody ever treated it so. Well, I give it 
over to him. I entrench myself in Cambridge, 
which is a good kind of place. For the country 
in general with Kansas and Brooks and what 
not, I don't wonder you were in haste to get 
out of it. . . . 
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